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This month's covers are from Places Along the Way:
Meditations on the journey ofFaith. Published by Augsburg
Publishing, Places consists of photographs by Micah
Marty and text by Martin E. Marty. It is a book of meditations on Biblical places, with photographs from the
Middle East. Although the book is appropriate to any
season, there are 47 meditations paired with 47 photographs, so that readers who begin the book on Ash
Wednesday will finish it on Easter Sunday.
Cover: A small church in Capernaum, on the Sea of
Galilee.
Back Cover: A meditation on the place we call Mount
Moriah, where Abraham nearly sacrificed his son Isaac.
To help readers put themselves in each day's place,
when possible Micah tried to show the view "from" a
specific location rather than merely a view "of' it. Thus
our view of this familiar story is turned upside down
when we look up at the tree from the anxious young
Isaac's perspective.
Thanks to the Martys for their help in making this work
available to The Cresset. The Editor would like also to
praise a former student, Ann Rehfeldt (VU '87) for her
skillful editing of this beautiful book.

INLUCETUA

Winners and Losers
If you can't think of something to spend your money
on, I just received a catalogue that advertises the Farallon
Plug-n-play 10 BaseT-Ethernet, as well as a Dayna STAR
minihub, to allow me to expand my 10 Base T- twisted pair
Ethernet network with five or eight RJ-45 ports and a
unique cross-over port for hub-to-hub connections. It will
"reduce clutter around the printer or on the floor."
Probably a bargain at $894.99, depending on the amount
of clutter on your floor.
Contemplating what it might mean that we live in a
culture where you can get catalogues for things you cannot
even imagine or envision, I am struck with another mailing, this one from my cable company. Some of the little
folders that came with the bill encourage me to purchase
more capacity to see more 'blockbusters,' most of which
seem to feature Sylvester Stallone. But another caught my
attention because it featured a subject that seemed to me
too intimate to feature on television . Here, on CNBC, for
hours at a time apparently, people discuss the most sensitive and personal details imaginable, with genial 'hosts'
and various experts, sharing experiences and histories with
an openness unimaginable just ten years ago. A subject I

checkbook and then over and out, right? Not any more.
Now, everybody apparently is doing money all the time,
according to the CNBC brochure.
I can't reprint the whole of the brochure here, but
only give you the gist. It first lists the progrms about money
that happen all around the clock. You could sit and watch
not just Top Business Stories (at the top of every hour) but
Scoreboards, the reporting of major market indices, at 3
minutes and 33 minutes past the hour, then a Wall Street
Report, and then Market Match at 20 past, and Credit
Markets, (43 minutes) Winners and Losers at 51 past, and
then futures and commodities analysis at 52 mintues.
But that's just the quotidien, the lineup called 'The
MoneyWheel." A special report four times a day is
Market Mavens, highlighting newsletter writers from
around the country. And there's the McClellan Oscillator,
a "short-term, stock-market timing tool. .. [which] is the difference between two averages of the daily NYSE
advance/decline differential. The two averages used are 10and five percent exponential averages which are roughly
equivalent to 19 and 39 day averages. A reading above 100
suggests an overbought condition, and under 100, an over-

was taught to treat with reverent silence is now the hot tick-

sold condition." (7x) Then Market Insider (5 x) on "merg-

et on television. I refer of course to money.
Money, which I had always thought of as something
you used in order to get something you really wanted (a
banana split, a Firebird, a Powerbook, an island in the
sun), has become America's favorite indoor sport. Money
is not something you exchange for something, but a means
of playing with money itself. Naturally I had always known
that moving money around and doing things with money
were activities that some people did for a living, but I had
thought that those activities were restricted to certain people because they liked that sort of thing, or hadn't been
able to avoid that particular career path. Like undertakers.
Some people did money, and thus talked about it a lot with
other people who did money, but it wasn't something most
people wanted to spend a lot of time talking about. Much
less actually doing it. I mean, once a month balance your

ers, acquisitions, market trends and the story behind a
company's market action." Buy, Sell, Hold-only once a
day, a call-in segment. And four or five more.
On the weekend, there's the lineup that's "a must for
the person whose business week doesn't end with Friday's
closing bell" with Market Wrap and Business Insiders and
Business Tonight and Mutual Fund Investor and Money
Tonight. I guess when that's over you could finally toddle
off to bed. As one of my friends would say, "Un-be-lievable!" It certainly wouldn't leave you much time for getting to that clutter on the floor around the printer.
Now that the national trend is to re-insert religion into
public life, I expect that the next brochure from the cable
company will tell us all about a new slot in the money program lineup, called, perhaps "The Camel and the Needle's
Eye,"- tune in for up-to-the-minute reports and analysis on
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how the moneyed are doing at the gates of Heaven (24
mintues past the hour.) Or maybe, "Purple and Fine Linen
Mavens: an in-depth look at the performance of Dives, Ltd. in
today' s headlines."
There certainly is nothing wrong with making money.
Most of us spend our working hours at least involved with
that endeavor, if not actively thinking about it. There just
seems to me something else going on when so many people
spend so much of their "free" time playing with it.
Would this have anything to do with another piece of
clutter that crossed my floor recently, quoted in this week's
Chicago Reader from a recent issue of Urban Geography:
"Chicago's wealthiest neighborhood now enjoys 50 times
the average income earned by persons in Chicago's poorest
neighborhood. That disparity was only 17 to 1 in 1979."
Oh, probably not.

About this Issue

It is Lent again, and for the season the Cresset offers
several sorts of meditative material. In our colleague Buzz
Berg's inaugural lecture, we read some necessary cautions
on our enthusiastic search for community, while Paul
Harvey's words about Elvis put before us yet another figure
who falls from grace. The homilies from the Chapel of the
Resurrection, given last Lent by Dorothy Bass and Marek
Schwehn, show the university pulpit alive and well within
the community of gathered academics. And a wealth of
columnists' musings-from music to women to exams to
putative tv shows-allow Cresset readers to think more
deeply of many things as their journeys move through
these forty days toward Easter. Your places along the way
will be unlike those pictured on our covers, but the blessings will be there nonetheless.

0
Peace,

GME

Times Photograph
We get the mandatory shot
of children, two this time, but cropped
so that men's arms somehow replot
the starving-African-corruptofficials story, where we see
the dying child alone within
the limits of a frame that she
must fill, icon of a famine.
There is another difference.
The little ones lie skull by skull,
ballooning heads, fetal, offense
enough. By one an empty bowl
rests, cracked, scraped clean, warmed by the sun.
The other child's, empty, too, throws
its shadow at his head. But one
hand holds it tight, his bowl. He knows
it can be stolen, won't let go.
Without his bowl he'll have nowhere
to put his milk and bread. Or so
he may be dreaming, lying there.

Bill Buege
Letters to the Editor are welcome, as are e-mail messages to geifrig@exodus.valpo.edu
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WHERE IS HOME?:
COMMUNITIES OF THE QUICK, THE NOT-SO-QUICK,
AND THE DEAD
Meredith "Buzz" Berg

When I first came to Valpo one score and eleven
years ago, the ethos of the place was strongly centered in
community or, perhaps more to the point, several versions
of community. To an outsider like myself the invocations
of community that I encountered on a regular basis at that
time were more distancing than inviting. The old-timers
who dominated the life of the University then enjoyed a
common history that was deeply rooted in the formative
moments of the institution, times of struggle and creation
that helped to forge a sense of ownership that clearly did
not include newcomers like myself. When they talked about
their school they meant it quite literally, and as one might
expect of proprietors they reserved for themselves monoply
rights of criticism. It was not just that novices like myself
had not paid our dues, a consideration that if true at least
held forth the promise of eventual admission to the club if
we kept our noses clean. It was much more than that: we
lacked the essential lineage connections. It was, I finally figured out, mainly a matter of birthright. Norwe gian

Professor Meredith Berg gave this lecture in recognition of his
promotion to the rank of full professor. A member of the VU
Department of History, he has recently been active with the community of Lilly Fellows, as a mentor to several of its young historians.
Further evidence of his strong influence on younger scholars is the
appearance this spring of a book about Lincoln at Ford 's Theatre,
a study by VU graduate Tim Good, which began as a senior honors
project under Professor Berg's direction.
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Lutherans were not to be confused with German
Lutherans-at least so it seemed to me. Thus for my first
several years at Valpo I remained a self-conscious outsider.
And that identification made me angry because it seemed
unfair.
I tell you this not as a therapeutic exercise. I have not
waited lo these many years for a chance to set the record
straight, much less to get even. I have long since made my
peace with what Valparaiso University means to me.
Rather, it seems to me that the problem of fitting the "I" to
the "us," which took me several years to achieve here at
Valpo, is generic and possibly even universal to
humankind. Can we as individuals stand alone in any way
that might reasonably be described as definitive? To the
extent that we cannot survive in the absence of a meaningful social context, how much of our authentic selves must
we surrender for the presumed good of the whole or, more
narrowly considered, simply as the price of admission? It
might even be argued that these are false or at least incomplete choices. Inasmuch as we have multiple identities, is it
not rather a matter of aligning ourselves with those groups
or interests that reflect our needs of a given time?
It is not my intention today to explore in any systematic
way the implications of these very large questions. Indeed,
it is far beyond my capacity to do so. Rather, I would like
to use these questions to frame a personal and rather
unsystematic excursion into the nature of individual-community relationships, some real to me, others wholly a
product of my imagination. The sole justification that I am
prepared to offer for this exercise is that issues relating to
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individuals in community have come to interest me and in
some cases illuminate portions of my life. I do not, however, claim specific expertise.

As a point of departure it might be useful to call to
mind the nature of the democratic myth that energized
much of our collective past, or perhaps more accurately,
the writing about that past. Whether or not our ancestors
fully appreciated the distance between the promises of
democracy and their own places in American life is interesting but probably moot. At the very least, however, it
does not appear that appreciation of the distance between
individual expectation and the actual experience of life was
so great as to rule out the possibility of rationalizing the disparity. The ability of Walt Whitman to disarm democracy's
critics, for example, lies not so much in his proofs of democratic performance as it does in his capacity to tap the
widespread pre-existing belief that democracy's faults are
self-correcting.
What must have struck much of Whitman's nineteenth century audience as both true and inspirational,
rings hollow for many Americans today. Citizenship seems
to have lost its ability to confer meaningful opportunity. At
a recent conference Benjamin Barber, Director of the Walt
Whitman Center for the Culture and Politics of Democracy
at Rutgers University, was literally attacked into an angry
silence when he argued that opportunities traditionally
associated with citizenship are still available today. In the
face of persistent discrimination against women, homosexuals, racial minorities, and the poor, Whitman's sweeping
pronouncements about the inclusiveness of democratic
institutions seem naive at best. Who among these often
troubled peoples could locate even a point of engagement
in the following Whitman assessment of American democracy:
And, topping democracy ... [is] that it alone can bind, and
ever seeks to bind all nations, all men of however various and
distant lands, into a brotherhood, a family. It is the old but
ever modern dream of earth, out of her eldest and her
youngest her fond philosophers and poets. Not that half
only individualism,which isolates. There is another half,
which is adhesiveness or love,that fuses, ties, and aggregates,
making the races comrades, and fraternizing all.
["Democratic Vistas,"reprinted in Benjamin R. Barber and
Richard M. Ballistoni, eds., Education for Democracy
(Dubuque, Ia., 1993), 55-56.]
Surely, we have come to a point where our daily experiences tell us that Whitman's big tent version of American
democracy is as dead and unrecoverable as is P.T.
Barnum's big tent version of the American circus. If
American citizenship no longer carries with it the promise
of a better life, then is it not also true that America itself
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ceases to exist as a meaningful form of community? It may
even be argued that America as parable is a thing of the
past. To the extent that invocations of America have lost
their capacity to bind us as individuals except in the flimsiest of ways on ritual occasions, where does that leave us?
What happens to us when the social glue provided by
nationalism disolves? How are we left to find our separate
ways in seas of competing interests?
Unfortunately, the most prominent current models of
human behavior in these circumstances are not very attractive. If family, clan, tribe or ethnic group become fixations
of identity, power struggles can quickly escalate into various
forms of warfare. Although there were occasions in the
late 60s that seemed at the time to constitute premonitions
of the kind of social disorder that we have lately come to
associate with Somalia, Rwanda and the former Yugoslavia,
those fears never materialized. In the generation that followed social discontent was driven underground, emasculated by its own cynicism or bought off by bland assurances
of access to expanded economic opportunity. What we
face today in this country is not so much the threat of powerlessness turning to violence as a means of redressing real
and imagined wrongs as it is meaninglessness turning into
social disintegration, isolation, loneliness and despair.
Positioned in this light it might be helpful to ask the
question, where do each of us find those connections that
make us larger than we are as individuals? For me the
answer to that question begins in locating the various identities that constitute the core of the self. As much as we
might like to believe that each of us is freestanding and
absolutely unique, an original act of God's creation, the
truth is that to a large extent we are congruent parts of
larger configurations. And it is because we are first able to
locate and then connect ourselves to these larger configurations that we acquire our feelings of authenticity.
Recently I had the occasion to visit two communities
of the past that caused me to think anew about meanings
of community life as they may have existed long ago. The
first of these is the Hancock Shaker Village hidden away in
the Berkshire Mountains of western Massachusetts. This
community was first brought together by Mother Ann Lee
Stanley in 1789. As many of you know the Shakers were rigorously celibate, gender divided and highly egalitarian.
What constituted men's and women's work was strictly
defined, which in itself went a long way to establishing seggregation by sex. Even in those places where men and
women came together-that is, in their eating, sleeping
and worshiping spaces-gender separations were carefully
maintained. But celibacy and gender separation were
never envisioned as the ends of this community; rather,
they were always seen as means to achieve the higher purpose of service to God. As their motto put it in characteristically clear and straightforward language: "hands to work,
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hearts to God." In the sight of God there was no important
difference between men and women, and that was an
essential fact of Shaker lives. Thus it seemed natural for the
community to be governed by a leadership that was drawn
equally from the male and female membership.
As exotic and anachronistic as the Shakers might
seem to us today, their durability as a community is impressive. For one hundred and seventy continuous years (or
62,000 continuous days) these curious people managed to
maintain their distinctive life at Hancock in the face of all
of the challenges posed by the outside world. "Hands to
work, hearts to God" was no mere bumper sticker, but
rather a distillation of purposes that was so unambigious
and definining that the key issue of Shaker identity was, at
least so one can imagine, seldom called into question.
The last stop on a tour of the Hancock Shaker
Community is the graveyard. The current condition of this
cemetery suggests in a way wholly unintended the singularity of Shaker purpose. All of the simple markers that originally identified Shaker graves here have disappeared,
souvenirs of anonymous vandals, leaving behind an
enclosed undifferentiated space identifiable as a cemetery
only by a single memorial stone. To a visitor today this
markerless cemetery powerfully reinforces a sense of common purpose. How fitting for a people who buried much
of their individualism, the better to serve their god, to end
up in what amounts to a common grave. One can well
imagine that corporate identification alone would be sufficient for those who lived and died in this place.
Thirty miles or so north of the Hancock Shaker
Village lies a community of a different sort, Williams
College. The early history of Williams College moved that
community in a different direction from the close-by
Shakers. By the beginning of the nineteenth century
Williams had begun to dedicate itself to the training of
young men as foreign missionaries. Thus while the vision
of the Shakers turned the saints inward, the vision of
Williams turned many of its earnest graduates outward. But
what I found especially interesting about Williams College
is a cemetery tucked into one corner of the campus. \Vhat
sort of community of the dead was this, I wondered? Who
was permitted in, who was kept out? What were the rules of
admission, and, more interesting still, who would want to
end his days in this place? What sense of tompletion did a
Williams burial provide? My curiousity about these matters
was intensified by my suspicion that no one at Valpo had
ever proposed campus burial rights as a faculty fringe benefit.
Upon closer inspection I found that the Williams
College cemetery was a fairly diverse, although I suspect
not a very democratic, community. Of the interred who are
identified by profession, most were faculty. Some, like
Robert George Leeson Waite, Prof. of History, seemed
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remote and forbidding. I would be surprised if there was a
whole lot of discussion in any of Prof. Waite's classes.
There are also clear suggestions here that patriachy was
alive and well in the college prior to World War II. On the
tombstone of Chemistry Professor John Fitch King (18941944) is the simple inscription: "Hilda Clark King, His
Wife." One would love to hear Hilda's version of this marriage, or, for that matter, her views on college life generally. But the Waites and Kings are not the only models of
professorial identity one finds in the Williams College
cemetery. On the basis of tombstone information alone, I
think that I would have found good friends in the Muirs, a
faculty couple, had I been a part of the Williams of long
ago. At the top of their marker is the single name MUIR
in large case. Underneath are the given names, lone L.
and Robert B., in slightly smaller (but equal sized) letters,
together with the birth and death dates. Finally, centered
at the bottom of the tombstone is the single word "teachers" inscribed with quotation marks. One can only conclude that, unlike the Kings, the Muirs were collaborators
in every sense of the word, and out of that collaboration
came a dedication to student learning that formed the core
of their professional identities.
Some inscriptions carry ambigious meanings. Charles
Franklin Gilson,for example, is simply identified as
"Professor in Williams College." The absence of disciplinary identification and the use of the preposition "in"
rather than "at" suggests a conscious bond with the college
as a whole rather than a department, although there is the
possibility that Prof. Gilson's choice of language was a wry
acknowledgement that in the act of interment he was literally transformed from being at Williams to being in it.
Even more puzzling is a tiny marker located at a far edge of
the cemetery that bears the mysterious inscription: "Ashes
of SFC-ECLC." One is left to wonder whether SFC-ECLC
(presumably two people) chose to remain nameless
because they harbored doubts about their worthiness for
inclusion in this select community or whether, on the contrary, they were so contented to rest forever in the comfortable arms of Williams College that, like the Shakers, the
establishment of their individual identities really didn't
much matter. Maybe SFC-ECLC just wanted to keep people guessing.
The singlemost intriguing tombstone inscription to
be found in the Williams cemetery is that of Paul K.K.
Tong, who is identified only as "father, 1925-1988, Born Bei
Jing, China." The only thing that seems certain about Mr.
Tong is that he was connected in some important way witl1
the Williams' missionary enterprise. Clearly it was a matter
of some pride for him to remind his auditors that the pull
of Williams College was sufficiently strong to reach halfway
around the world. Perhaps that identity was strengthened
by the fact of his sending his own sons to Williams, thus
making him an alumnus once removed. In any event he,
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too, for reasons barely hinted at found the Williams cemetery a fitting completion to his life's work.
Presiding over this community of the Williams dead,
which also includes at least one librarian and one trustee,
is Paul Ansel Chadbourne (1823-1888), President of
Williams College. His tomb, the only mausoleum in the
cemetery,is double-doored and double-locked, perhaps
suggesting a management style that was in this life slightly
less than open. The fact that the mausoleum is so positioned that it commands a view of the entire cemetery may
not have been entirely accidental. One can well imagine
that President Chadbourne, having brought faculty, staff
and trustees to heel during his tenure, was loath to relinquish that control in the netherworld. No pack of mean
spirits carrying their assorted slights and injuries into the
hereafter would be allowed to organize a renegade action
on President Chadbourne's watch, nosiree.
As I walked away from the Williams College cemetery
that bright summer Sunday morning I carried with me a
clear sense that I had just visited a real community that had
in ways both vital and reserved showed me as much of its
face as it had wished: no more, no less. From the carefully
calculated hints provided by the occupants of that place
(and/ or their next of kin), I knew that, with the possible
exception of a wife or two, the individual characteristics
that distinguished these people from each other and in
which they had found their separate identities, were overshadowed by the one quality that connected them all and
bound them forever to that piece of land: their love of
Williams College.
In the days that followed my visits to the Hancock
Shaker Village and Williams College I began to think more
closely about the ways in which community had influenced
parts of my own life. I knew well enough that my ability to
craft senses of community out of past generations of
Shakers and Williams alumni was made possible precisely
because those people are now dead and cannot speak for
themselves. How different would their own versions of
community be if they were suddenly given the gift of
expression? No doubt much of the romance that infused
my distant and arbitrary reconstruction of their lives would
evaporate in the face of cold reality. We know all too well
the pain and and nagging feelings of incompleteness that
accompany many of our own efforts to create community.
The sobriety of this reflection brought me back to a
small corner of my own life that had remained unexamined for years. As a graduate student many more years ago
than I care to remember or, for that matter, can even
count, I had been supremely confident that I knew my way
around the block. The first lesson of survival, I was told by
my peers, was never, absolutely never, confuse education
(much less enlightenment) with getting a degree. Oddly
enough, the cynicism that lay barely concealed beneath the
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surface of this observation, was unintentionally abetted by
well-meaning faculty who had been burned too often by
students who, despite the best of intentions, had drifted
into the black hole of ABD status where they remained for
the rest of their professional lives. Thus the advice that
acquired the status of a cautionary tale among students and
faculty alike: pick a thesis topic early, make sure that the
core research is readily available and centrally located, and
began work as soon as possible, preferably in the form of
chapters that can do double duty as seminar papers. Above
all don't get hung up on considerations of interest or even
significance. Those qualities of scholarship were inextricably connected to aspects of unmanageability, and brought
to mind legends of the Tulane past whose dissertation first
drafts had never gotten beyond the stage of works in
progress.
Thus it was that I, too, was asked to declare a research
interest during my first semester. Without much forethought I allowed as though diplomatic history might suit
me, whereupon I was sent over to Newcomb College to talk
things over with the University's American diplomatic historian . We got down to business quickly. "What period
would you like to work in," he asked? 'The most modern
period possible," I replied. 'That would be the 1930s," he
concluded. As I prepared to leave he suggested that I scan
Secretary of State Cordell Hull's Memoirs for possible topics.
A week or two later, having completed my assignment, I
returned with a list that contained a half a dozen or so
items. After reflecting a minute or two on my offerings, my
new- found advisor made his decision. "That one looks
promising," he said, pointing to the collapse of the naval
limitation movement. Then he suggested that I check out
the published collections of State Department Papers. "If
there are at least five hundred pages on the Second
London Naval Conference you will have enough core material to do a master's thesis," he pronounced. "You can add
the unpublished papers at Hyde Park, Harvard and
Washington, D.C., for the dissertation." With that our deal
was sealed. There would be no looking back. I was on my
way to a degree, and that is all that really mattered. The
decision was clean-cut and brutally practical. There would
be no ABD black hole in my future.

As later events were to prove, my advisor's roadmap
to a degree was pretty much on target. All the necessary
papers were where they were supposed to be and, aside
from a patronizing librarian or two, even the small irritants
that one usually encounters in the course of doing research
were absent. As I churned my way through the measured
cubic feet of archival material that was my half of the bargain, however, I sensed that something was missing from
the story that I was trying to reconstruct and evaluate.
There were no real people here. Try as I might, I was simply unable to piece together any semblance of a diplomatThe Cresset

ic community, and thus I was denied the possibility of seeing how policy was, in fact, made. The problem, I discovered, was essentially two-fold. Neither the constitution nor
convention spells out very precisely how American foreign
policy is to be constructed, and thus individual presidents
enjoy great latitude in creating their own distinctive foreign
policy styles. Franklin Roosevelt was famous for his chaotic
management style, the result, his apologists claim, not of
an inability to control, but rather a desire to keep subordinates off-guard and in a state of creative tension in their
relations with each other. Roosevelt deliberately induced a
sense of insecurity among his subordinates to prevent them
from acquiring too much independent authority. As he
once said, he wanted his people to "bring it to papa"
[Quoted in John Morton Blum, V was for Victory (New York,
1976), ll8.]. Because of Roosevelt's need to be the center
of most administrative operations, it is very difficult to
determine at any given moment exactly who wields influence. Secretary of State Hull, for example, became increasingly ineffectual over time with the result that others in the
department, and in some cases even outsiders, wormed
their ways into what amounted to a power vacuum.
The second problem confronting those who would
make sense out of American foreign policy during the
1930s is the State Department's refusal to concede that foreign policy is the product of general executive directives
carried into action by often contentious subagencies and
individuals. There is not a soul in the State Department
who does not understand that the power to implement policy carries with it the power to create policy as well.
Nonetheless the Department remains committed to the fiction that national policy results from discussion and eventually produces consensus. In an effort to guarantee that its
general views of how the foreign policy process works will
prevail in the writing of history, State Department censors
routinely withdraw from the files memoranda that are
regarded as "personal" and hence presumably not relevant.
Materials that remain open to researchers are often blue
penciled in order to eliminate comments that suggest the
emotional involvements of policymakers. At one particularly touchy moment in the negotiations that I was dealing
with, Jay Pierrepont Moffat, Chief of the State
Department's Division of Western European Mfairs, said of
one of his British counterparts: he "has lied to us in the
past and I [am] not at all sure that he [is] not again lying
to us in the present instance." [Memorandum, November
10, 1934, S.D. File [State Department Records, National
Archives, Washington, D.C.] 500A15A5/ 249]. That characterization, which I believed was important to establishing
the depth of the mistrust that had crept into AngloAmerican concerns about how best to deal with Japan, was
excised by the censor, along with other somewhat less dramatic references that might remind the reader that policy
is made by real people with real feelings.
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The degree to which foreign policymaking is community action in the fullest and richest sense of the term was
brought home to me a few years later when I spent part of
a summer in London researching the files of the British
cabinet and foreign office. In 1934, when it became clear
that the existing naval limitation agreements would come
up for renegotiation, the British government created a special cabinet council to hammer out the British position
with regard to those agreements. Everyone in the government who mattered-the Prime Minister, the Lord
President of the Council, the Foreign Secretary, the
Chancellor of the Exchequer, the First Lord of the
Admiralty and the First Sea Lord, among others-was
there. And the individual views of these officials are either
summarized or stenographically recorded. No where in
this research is there evidence of a censor's blue pencil.
Not only is one allowed to see the differences of viewpoints
among the conferees and how these viewpoints change
over time in response to changing circumstances, but also
the differing negotiating styles and even the passions with
which those positions are expressed. No where in the
American diplomatic archives could one find the equivalent of the following Treasury assessment of British policies
vis-a-vis Germany and Japan:
Given the consistency of the attitude of these Teutonic tribes,
who century after century have been inspired by the
philosophy of brute force, we should be more than usually
stupid if we assumed that the sweet reasonableness of the
Treaty of Versailles had converted them to tenets of the
Sermon on the Mount; and if we want to smvive we had
better think more carefully how so to economize our
resources as to meet the danger at its maximum point. That,
at a distance of 10,000 miles, we can down the Japanese is a
chimera compared with which Alice in Wonderland is a serious
essay; that we should wish to down Japan seems to me to be
worse than Don Quixote in his most idiotic moods towards a
windmill; in fact, we have everything to gain and nothing to
lose by coming, as I believe we most easily could, to an
accommodation with Japan in substance though not in form,
similar to our agreement of thirty years ago. [N.C.M. (35) 3,
April 23, 1934, CAB [Cabinet Archives, Public Record Office,
Kew] 29/ 148.]
Knowledge of the hard-boiled willingness of certain
British policymakers to seek accommodation with Germany
and Japan in the interests of survival would have appalled
their American counterparts, many of whom had invested
their views on these countries with huge doses of morality.
Nor would they have found much comfort in Sir Warren
Fisher's characterization of the historic American attitude
toward Britain. Invoking the words of the late Sir John
Fortescue to express his own feelings, Sir Warren read the
following speech into the record:
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Now we know how the Americans-repre~ented by their
Government-have always dealt with us since they have been
an independent State. They must always prevail, and never
give way; they must always take and never concede; they enjoy
the flouting of an older community as a proof of their
superiority; and they esteem a good bargain, even if it is
gained by dishonourable means, to mark the highest form of
ability. The United States cannot engage in any form of
competition with us, from athletics to diplomacy, without
using foul play. They must win, if not by fair skill, then by
pre-arranged trickery or violence; if not by open negotiations,
then by garbled maps and forged documents. There is the
fact. It may be unpleasant, but it cannot be denied. [Ibid]

Knowledge of the full play of passions that accompanied this particular negotiation does not constitute an invitation to engage in sensational irrelevancies, as the
American censors will tell you, but rather represents a precondition for understanding policy outcomes. Any examination of foreign policy making stripped of its human
context is bound to be incomplete and probably misleading.
My British experience told me that the guts of a
democratically made diplomacy need not remain forever
locked behind closed doors. There is something boldly
reaffirming about any government that will in due course
come clean about its essential work. What I found in the
British archives was an intact record of a frozen historical
moment just waiting to be thawed out and brought back to
life. These British diplomats took off their pinstripes for
me, allowed me into the secret places of their hopes and
fears, made me a confidant. In contrast, what I found in
the State Department archives were only the carefully dissected remains of a past event that in its day must have
been as charged with life as its British counterpart. Even
now, as I sometimes try to flesh out the personalities of the
American diplomats with whom I worked for such a long
time, I see only a succession of Cheshire faces that whisper
to me: "Catch me if you can."
Aside from a 1ucky few like Kathleen Norris, author of
the widely read book, Dakota, who live alternatively in traditional communities and the modern world, most of us have
had to make hard choices about the nature of our community lives. Whatever lingering affinities that we have for
traditional communities like the Shakers is, I suspect,
directly proportional to the degree to which that way of life
is no longer available to us. For most of us the reality of

10

modern life has transformed traditional community into
romantic artifact. We still on occasion deliberately evoke
memories of presumably better days when our common
bonds were more important than our distinguishing
boundaries, but the growing infrequency of those evocations are reminders of the distances that we have traveled
since that time. The little- lamented passing of the annual
VU faculty dinner constitutes our own milestone in this
progression.
Thus we are increasingly left to individual devices to
make our own social and spiritual connections. If this is
intrinsically a lonely and discouraging business, we can take
heart from the experiences of others, those who have gone
before us in more difficult circumstances. In Talking Back,
an autobiographical account of coming of age in academia,
Bell Hooks, now a professor of woman's studies at Yale,
tells of her struggle to define herself as a black woman in
an overwhelmingly white male world. When she first rode
out of rural Kentucky on a scholarship to Stanford she
entered a world that was as threatening to her authenticity
as it was redolent of opportunity. As she moved into a
career of scholarship and college teaching connections to
her roots became ever more strained. It took her mother's
jarring question, "How can you live so far away from your
people?" to bring her back to the reality of her own existence [Talking Back: Thinking Feminist, Thinking Black
(Boston, 1989), 82.]. Since that time Bell Hooks has nourished her identity by frequent trips back home, by seeking
contacts with blacks and working class whites outside of the
academic community, and by writing books that can be
understood by her own people. No simple formula will
work for us all, but Hooks' following admonition offers us
hope as well as direction:
The most powerful resource any of us can have as we study
and teach in university settings is full understanding and
appreciation of the richness, beauty and primacy of our
familial and community backgrounds. Maintaining awareness
of class differences, nurturing ties with the poor and workingclass people who are our most intimate kin, our comrades in
struggle, transforms and enriches intellectual experience.
Education as the practice of freedom becomes not a force
which fragments or separates, but one that brings us closer,
expanding our definitions of home and community. [Ibid.,
83]
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Review Essay

THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING ELVIS:
RELIGION, FAME AND THE COLOR LINE IN 1950s
AMERICA
Paul Harvey

"Elvis, have you any idea just what it was that started the girls going
crazy over you?"
"No, I don't. I guess it's just something God gave me. I believe that,
you know. Know what I mean, honey? And I'm grateful. Only I'm
afraid. I'm afraid I'll go out like a light, just like I came on . ...
"Elvis, I hear you walk in your sleep. "
'Well, I have nightmares. "
"What kind?"
"I dream I'm about to fight somebody or about to be in a car wreck or
that I'm breaking things. Know what I mean, honey?" ....
"Well, have you typed yourself, I mean you-r type of singing?"
"No, I don't dare. "
"Why?"
"Cause I'm scared, know what I mean, honey? Real scared. "
"What of?"
"I don't know. . . I don't know. Know what I mean, honey?"
. .. He grabbed m)' hand, sat there looking sleepy-eyed into my face
and fanned his long lashes while he said: 'Write me up good, will you,
honey?"

In the 1970s Elvis had become a national joke. He
was bloated and aging. His once-daring choreography was
hilariously anachronistic. His outrageously bad movies
were reduced to the ranks of camp. He had initiated a kulturkampf, but had become kitsch. Critics who admired his

Lilly Fellow Paul Harvey this year completes his term as a member
of the Lilly Fellows Prog;ram in Humanites and the Arts. A historian of American religious g;roups, particularly in the many Baptist
traditions, his voice in the Lilly colloquium was consistently cogent
and good humored. He expects to be based in Colorado when his
time at VU has finished. This review was originally given at VUs
Books and Coffee series, the 21st year, in February of 1995.
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music kept an embarrassed silence, fearing ridicule. This
pattern was broken by Greil Marcus's Mystery Train, a work
illuminating Elvis's early records as brilliantly revolutionary
pieces of American popular culture.
Elvis died, somewhat ignominiously, in 1977. Less
than a decade later, he had been effectively resurrected in
the works of music critics, popular cultural commentators
and, most significantly, in the popular mind. He was spotted in hamburger joints and drive-ins all over the world.
Respectable academics collected velvet paintings of Elvis
ascending into heaven, using his guitar as a sort of Jacob's
ladder. The National Enquirer and other barometers of the
sleazier pulse of celebrity mania increased their coverage of
Elvis sightings commensurate with the increased interest.
Greil Marcus's recent work Dead Elvis, is a macabre compilation of recent Elvisiana. In last semester's freshman production at Valparaiso University, Elvis stole the show with
his cameo as a mail carrier. In contemporary adult pop,
Paul Simon's album "Graceland" (referring of course to
Elvis's home near Memphis, which remains one of
America's most popular tourist attractions) plays off the
religious themes which were prevalent in Elvis's music. In
Simon's version, Graceland becomes a land of grace.
Simon sings that "for reasons I cannot explain, there's
some part of me wants to go to Graceland," and how
"there's reason to believe, we will both be received, at
Grace land."
Enter Peter Guralnick, with Last Train to Memphis: The
Rise of Elvis Presley, a lengthy biography (Little Brown,
1994) jammed full of the detail available only to the most
avid researcher. This magnificent biography caps off the
decade-long Elvis Renaissance and enables the reader to
empathize deeply with an icon of popular culture. Prior to
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this book, Guralnick has written a number of significant
works on the music of the American South, including a
fine short biography of the incomparable and mysterious
bluesman Robert Johnson, another figure who, like Elvis,
has profoundly influenced American popular music. Yet
for all the quality of his previous work, this is clearly
Guralnick's magnum opus.
Guralnick wants the reader to have "the tools to create his or her own portrait of a young Elvis Presley, the
opportunity to reinvent and reinterpret, within the broad
context of a particular time and place, the early life of a
remarkable American original." He wants to "rescue Elvis
Presley from the dreary bondage of myth" and to convey
the "complexity and irreducibility" of his central characters. He posits that 'This is an heroic story, I believe, and
ultimately a tragic one, but-like any of our lives and characters-it is not all of one piece, it does not lend itself to
one interpretation exclusively, nor do all its parts reflect
anything that resembles an undifferentiated whole. To say
this," he continues, "is, simply, to embrace the variousness,
and uniqueness, of human experience." Guralnick is so
successful in providing us with "tools," however, that it is
nearly impossible, after reading this book, to think of Elvis
without seeing him as Guralnick does. The sheer accumulation of fact, detail, and anecdote in this work leaves us
with an indelible portrait.
The thesis of this book is very simple: the young Elvis
was a nice, sweet guy who loved to entertain people, and
whose love for entertainment trapped him into a prison of
fame. I say the young Elvis, for this book covers only the
years from Elvis's birth on January 8, 1935, in Tupelo,
Mississippi, until his departure for Germany while serving
in the army. There are nearly 500 pages of small print, covering only the first 23 and a half years of Elvis's life. A projected volume II will deal with the remaining 19 years of his
life, from his stint in the armed forces to his pathetic death
at his gaudy mansion home, Graceland, in 1977.
After reading this biography, the poignancy of
"Suspicious Minds," one of my favorite Elvis songs,
becomes clear. In the tune, recorded in the late 1960s,
Elvis sings to his imaginary lover that ''I'm caught in a trap,
I can't walk out, because I love you too much baby. Why
can't you see, what you're doing to me, when you don't
believe a word I'm saying." The refrain repeats endlessly,
"caught in a trap, we can't walk out, because I love you too
much baby." The song, a typical hyperbolic lyric between a
boy and a girl whose love has caused hurt, now becomes a
statement the older Elvis is making to his fans, an echo of
his words to his mother in 1958-fame caught him in a
trap, and he couldn't get out, because he loved his fans, he
loved fame, and he loved entertaining people.
The young, humane, decent Elvis so comprehensively
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portrayed in this work is haunted by the specter of the old
Elvis-the Elvis of cheeseburgers and cokes washed down
with diet pills and alcohol, the sequin-suited slob still trying
to boogie it up on Las Vegas stages with midwesterners in
Vegas. The point in this work where the young and old
Elvis intersect occurs shortly before the death of his mother. She told him that he should give it all up. He had all
the money he would ever need, and it was clear that, for
Elvis, family was first. His then girlfriend urged him to do
the same. But Elvis replied, "I can't do it now. I have to do
what the people expect of me." When Elvis's fame lasted
well past the allotted fifteen minutes, he couldn't let go.
This is the definitive biography of Elvis.
Guralnick has read every scrap of paper relating to Elvis,
interviewed virtually everyone still alive who knew the man
well, listened intently to his records and even watched
those wretched movies from the 1950s. We learn what Elvis
ate for breakfast (he liked his eggs and bacon burnt and
wouldn't eat them unless they were); what he was wearing
(down to style of underwear and color of socks) on the day
he set out for Germany; that he loved to rent out rollerskating halls at midnight for private parties with his friends,
where he could play mock games of roller derby with his
buddies in Memphis; that he found no trouble in recording the same song twenty-five or thirty times in a row, trying
to get it exactly right; that he was absolutely and completely
devoted to his mother and loved to baby-talk to her until
her death in 1958, a loss from which he never recovered;
that he used three different kinds of hair oil for the front,
middle, and back of his scalp, producing the famous sculpted effect of his coiffure. And, in this age of the tell-all biography, Elvis comes across as squeaky-clean, even when, in
his own words, he was being "naughty." He once pursued a
woman, chasing her through a hotel while proclaiming
himself to be "horny as a billy goat." But mostly he loved to
bring female groupies up to his hotel rooms not for sex but
because he loved the company of women, eating junk food
and talking with female admirers all night long, often without physical contact except for innocent flirtation. It was
this latter habit that prompted movie star Natalie Wood to
say of Elvis after visiting him in Memphis, "He can sing, but
he can't do much else."
Elvis may have felt caught in a trap by his fame
because he had worked so hard to find it. Clearly, from his
days as a youngster, Elvis was seen as something of an oddity. He was a mama's boy. His mother was a vibrant and
caring woman, while his father, Vernon Presley, was known
as something of a ne-er do well. In many photos in the
book, Elvis and his mother embrace for the cameras while
a disheveled Vernon stands pathetically to the side, smiling
vacantly. Elvis was a dreamer from his early days. He was
unfailingly polite, respectful, and even deferential to people, but seemed to exist on the margins of life. His shyness
added to his aura of mystery.
The C?·esset

His musical career did not begin auspiciously. In
eighth grade, he received a C in his music class, prompting
him to bring a guitar to school the next day and sing a version of a 1947 hit called "Keep Them Cold Icy Fingers Off
of Me" to his music teacher. She still did not appreciate his
singing. A minister in his hometown of Tupelo attempted
to teach him guitar, but discovered immediately that Elvis
seemed to have little aptitude for the instrument. The family moved to Memphis, and lived downtown in a public
housing project not far from Beale Street and the black section of the city. While in high school Elvis loved to spend
his leisure time on Beale Street and at Lanky's clothiers, a
place which outfitted, among others, great black musicians
such as B. B. King. Elvis sang, mostly to himself in his
room, rarely in public. He was during that time a pious
churchgoer who developed a fascination with black
Pentecostal worship. His frequent attendance at an
Assembly of God church taught him an appreciation for
enthusiastic spiritual expression. He carried that into his
later stage performances.
"I lose myself in my singing," Elvis told one press gathering.
"Maybe it's my early training singing gospel hymns. I'm limp
as a rag, worn out when a show's over." His first love was "the
old colored spirituals," he told a press conference in
Vancouver. "I know practically every religious song that's ever
been written," he boasted proudly. "

He believed then that he had been called by God to perform a special role in the world, a role not yet determined.
His later rise to fame did nothing to dissuade him of that
belief. A girlfriend later recalled, "He felt he had been
given this gift, this talent, by God. He didn't take it for
granted. He thought it was something that he had to protect. He had to be nice to people. Otherwise, God would
take it all back."
His poorly-educated parents took tremendous pride
when he received his high school diploma. He took a job
driving a truck for an electric supply company. His route
took him up and down Madison St. in Memphis, where Sun
Records was located. This little company, run by the energetic and visionary promoter Sam Phillips, almost singlehandedly revolutionized American popular music. For two
years Elvis dated his high school sweetheart, a girl named
Dixie Locke. She was, as would befit her name, a sweet girl
from a relatively poor but respectable and religious family
who loved Elvis and felt they would certainly be married.
Elvis and Dixie liked church so much that, in addition to
attending their own Assembly of God congregation, they
would sometimes sneak out during their service and venture down the street to hear the Rev. Herbert Brewster, a
black minister who delivered legendary orations. Sam
Phillips was also listening to the Rev. Brewster on the radio,
and dreaming of using music to break through the color
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line.
On Beale Street in the black section of Memphis and
in Mrican American churches Presley absorbed the black
quartet style of gospel singing which would become so crucial to the distinctive sound of his early recordings. He also
grounded himself in country music from listening to live
recordings of the Grand 01 Opry in Nashville. He was an
admirer of the great bluegrass innovator, singer and mandolinist Bill Monroe, a man equally significant as Elvis in
the pantheon of America's popular musical performers.
Elvis loved the early soul sounds of Memphis's black radio,
which he listened to avidly at night. In Elvis's listening
tastes, one could detect that American popular culture had
moved in the way of integration and complicated crossracial mixing long before America's social or political institutions.
Elvis never consciously countenanced racial segregation in his personal life. As Sam Phillips explained, "You
see, Elvis Presley knew what it was like to be poor, but
damn sure didn't make him prejudiced. He didn't draw any
lines." Sam Phillips saw Elvis as a tool to break southern
racial taboos. 'The lack of prejudice on the part of Elvis
Presley had to be one of the biggest things that ever could
have happened to us," he told Guralnick in the interviews
which deeply inform this biography. "It was almost subversive, sneaking around through the music-but we hit
things a little bit, don't you think? I went out into this noman's-land, and I knocked the shit out of the color line,"
Phillips concludes proudly.
Elvis was, as he would remain the rest of his life, a
maelstrom of energy, constantly in motion. Many of his
characteristic stage moves, including his infamous "leg
shake," were hardly sexual affectations; they originated
instead from Elvis's basic inability to keep himself still.
Even his devoted girlfriend Dixie Locke found his constant
finger-drumming and foot-tapping to any kind of music he
heard annoying . The man's body was perpetually in
motion, and when this motion was on display to millions of
people, the adolescent world moved with him.
Elvis's first big hit, a song called "That's all Right,
Mama," was in fact a remake of Arthur Crudup's "race
records" hit from earlier in the 50s. Elvis recorded this
song after spending months lobbying the secretary in the
front office of Sun Records until Sam Phillips finally let
him make a "vanity" record. Phillips was not initially overwhelmed, but something in Elvis's sound appealed to him.
Some months later Phillips called Elvis back. Phillips put
together a makeshift band, consisting of Elvis (a guitarist
of, at best, rudimentary skill), a bassist, and a piano player.
Miraculously, "That's All Right, Mama" became an enormous hit within Sun Records limited distribution area.
Through this and other recordings such as "Hound Dog"
(also taken from a tune already popular among black lis13

teners), the fresh "slapback" recording technique used by
Phillips soon became much admired among other producers.
Promoters soon began to call, requesting the Elvis
perform live, and a tour was hastily put together. A few
months later, Elvis sang at the Grand Ol' Opry, where he
had an historical meeting with Bill Monroe. Already a venerable figure at the Opry, Monroe told Elvis that he liked
Elvis's version of "Blue Moon of Kentucky," Monroe's bluegrass standard which Elvis sang on the B side of the "That's
All Right, Mama" 78. Elvis sang "Blue Moon of Kentucky"
in a style which was equally influenced by his hillbilly roots
and by Mrican-American syncopations. Monroe's country
Opry cronies watched in disbelief as the two makers of the
popular cultural revolution chatted amiably and wished
each other well.
From there Elvis's career took off, and soon the
throngs of impassioned teenage girls were crowding into all
of his live performances. Elvis toured hard, often driving
all night to make the next gig, and never forgetting to call
his mother and Dixie Locke. But Dixie was beginning to
realize that Elvis "did not belong to us anymore."
At home and on the road, Elvis never stopped
singing, and his encyclopedic memory for tunes he heard
only once became legendary. He continued to make
records, each one a laborious process of recording take
after take. Often the songs published were not those he
originally intended to record but tunes which were extemporaneously created when Elvis and the band members
jammed in between takes. Elvis's great gift was the gift of
imitation, whether the hillbilly sound, vapid .teenage hits,
gospel singing, or soulful Mrican-American blues. In fact,
when other musicians recorded their own versions of
Elvis's songs, Elvis could often be heard singing his own
songs in imitation of those cover versions. His musical gift
to the nation was to meld his imitations into a unique
sound which was unmistakably his. Elvis soon became the
perfectly marketed product of the 1950s: perfect in his
affability, his plasticity, his lack of controversial content,
and his wholesome front with just enough adolescent rebelliousness. He was, musically, an acceptable rebel. Even Ed
Sullivan grew fond of him.
Elvis's faults-and Guralnick is not shy about illustrating them-seem to stem from the over-exercise of his
virtues. Elvis's loyalty to his manager Colonel Tom Parker,
for example, made him blind to the dissatisfaction of his
two long-time band members, who were still being paid
$200 a week, barely enough to cover traveling expenses,
while Elvis was a multi-millionaire. When they left the
band, Elvis wrote them a sorrowful letter, insisting that if
they had told him their problems, he would have taken
care of them. In this instance, Elvis's naivete had unfortunate consequences.
In 1956 Elvis's Sun Records contract was sold to RCA
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records. Elvis had gone national. This feat was engineered
by Tom Parker, a man known simply as The Colonel. The
Colonel was a small-time carnival huckster who managed to
win Elvis's confidence, and who then devoted his entire life
to making Elvis into a superstar. His first victory was to
negotiate Elvis's contract with RCA, winning for Elvis a
signing bonus of $35,000, an unheard of figure at that
time, as well as songwriting royalties on songs which Eivis
did not actually write. By 1956, at the age of twenty-one,
Elvis was a multi-millionaire. In 1957 he purchased the
home on the outskirts of Memphis known as Graceland,
and moved his whole family in. His tastes were still those of
an adolescent, as the decor of Graceland made clear. He
could go in the basement there any time he wanted for
chocolate sodas and high jinx with his Memphis friends.
Elvis loved his life at Graceland, but his mother grew
bored and rather sad there. She had been the center of the
family, but now she had little to do except help Elvis deal
with the hordes of admirers who flocked to his house
almost daily. Much as Dixie Locke had earlier in his life,
his mother seemed to sense that she had lost Elvis, that he
was caught in a trap and couldn't walk out. When she
died, Elvis and his father were inconsolable. Elvis might
have retreated into a longer mourning, but the army called
and he had to perform his duty (efforts by The Colonel to
delay his draft orders succeeded only in setting back his
entrance into the army by a few months). As the book
ends, with Elvis waving goodbye as his army ship leaves for
Germany, the reader has the sense of the loss of someone
that he or she has grown fond of.
In my own course at Valparaiso on recent U.S. history, I have spent more time discussing Elvis than the economic policies of the Eisenhower administration, or the
foreign policy of John Foster Dulles. Sometimes I wonder,
am I just pandering to natural student obsession with popular culture? Undoubtedly that is part of it. But there is
more. When Elvis, a poor white boy from Tupelo, could
sing a version of rhythm-and-blues liberally seasoned with
hillbilly intonations, suggestive leg shakes, and gospel quartet crooning, all to an audience of adoring white suburban
teenagers, then something in the culture had shifted.
Perhaps that is when the germ of postmodernism was conceived. Elvis exposed a fissure in society which would shake
the grounding of America in the 1960s. Many of his listeners took on the Beatles, Bob Dylan, psychedelic rock and
finally the late 60s anthems of limits such as "You Can't
Always Get What You Want" and "Won't Get Fooled
Again." Ironically, they left Elvis far behind, attempting
vainly, and belatedly, to catch up through such pieces of
socio-political tripe as "In the Ghetto" even while offering
his services to Richard Nixon in the early war on drugs.
The revolution had eaten its young. 0
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SUFFERING SEPARATION:
TWO HOMILIES FOR LENT
Dorothy Bass/Mark Schwehn

What then shall we say to this? If God is for us, who is against us? He who did not spare his own Son but gave him up for us all, will he
not also give us all things with him? 'Who shall bring any charge against God's elect? It is God who justifies; who is to condemn? Is it
Christ jesus, who died, yes, who was raised from the dead, who is at the right hand of God, who indeed intercedes for us? 'Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword? As it is written,
"For thy sake we are being killed all the day long;
we are regarded as sheep to be slaughtered. "
No, in all these things we are more than conquerors through him who loved us. For I am sure that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor
principalities, nor things present, nor things to come, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.
Romans 8: 31-39

"If God is for us, who is against us?"
"If God is for us, who is against us?"

Somewhere in my imagination ... or is it in my memory ... is a powerful preacher, an eloquent preacher with a
magnificent voice, ringing out that question. "If God is for
us, who is against us?" The answer he wants is clear: he
forces it out of his listeners with his tone. "No one!" they
respond, "No one can be against us!"
This scene, this question booming forth, is somewhere, in my imagination or in my memory. But wait.
Perhaps the memory is not of a preacher; perhaps what I
am remembering is that old movie about the Civil War, and
perhaps the voice booming out that question belonged to a
general on horseback ... or no-my memory is foggy
Dorothy Bass is Director of the Valparaiso Project on the
Education and Formation of People in Faith, a project of Lilly
Endowment, Inc. She is a member of the faculty at Chicago
Theological Seminary, and an adjunct professor in the Department
of Theology at VU. Mark Schwehn, a professor of Humnaities
and Dean of Christ College at VU, is author of Exiles from
Eden: Religion and the Academic Vocation in America.
These homilies were given during the first week of Lent 1994 in the
Chapel of the Resurrection. Professors Bass and Schwehn are raising their children, Martha and john, as people offaith, and frighteningly attentive listeners to sermons.
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here-maybe what I am remembering is that political rally
I attended, or the one I saw on TV ... or ... Well, I'm not
really sure where I heard it, but I know that the voice was
booming powerfully. "If God is for us, who is against us?"
that powerful voice demanded. And the congregation, the
soldiers, the voters, all answered "No one! No one can be
against us!" It's a stirring pep rally. But it's not necessarily a
pep rally for God, even if it takes place under a stained
glass window.
How quick we human beings have always been to
divide ourselves up into the us and them, the good guys
and the bad, the ones chosen and the ones left behind,
even the ones blessed by God and those other ones over
there, those ones against. This habit of dividing and setting
apart happens on the playground of the local elementary
school; it happens in the social life of this campus; it happens, more tragically, in Bosnia-Herzegovina, in South
Mrica, and in gang-dominated neighborhoods not so many
miles from here. Insiders and outsiders. Try to live this
way-on a playground, or on this campus, or in a warzone-and you need lots of pep rallies. You need to boom
out your certainty. Perhaps the noise of the rally will drown
out your awareness that you may stumble, or be lonely, or
die. Or perhaps the noise will intimidate your opponents.
You won't be hearing any booming from me this
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morning. This verse-this Romans 8.31-is dynamite in the
hands of mere mortals. It needs to be handled very tenderly, very carefully. Therefore no booming. If it explodes, it
may kill someone.
Instead I want to imagine encountering these words
in a different way-a gentler way, perhaps. Not as they
come from my imagined ... or remembered . .. preacher
or general or politician (though they too are welcome to
be present here), but rather as these words might be spoken by ordinary prople in any walk of life.
First, I ask you to imagine these words being whispered to someone who is troubled in body and spirit. The
one who whispers also embraces the one who is troubled,
for this is the word of comfort. "If God is for us, who is
against us? He who did not withhold his own Son, but gave
him up for all of us, will he not with him also give us everything else?" The word comes to one who suffers, to one
who is persecuted. It comes to a small band meeting illegally, but lovingly, in Rome, almost two thousand years ago,
for example, or to this band's descendants today, at times
when their need is great, when they are aware of their
fragility and failure, when they know they can stumble, or
be lonely, or die, but for the grace of God. They don't
intend to conquer anyone. Their hope is for eternal life.
Next, imagine these words being sung by the
oppressed. If God is for us, who is against us? Nobody
knows the trouble I've seen, nobody knows but Jesus ...
Oh Mary don't you weep, don't you mourn, Pharaoh's army
got drownded . .. There is a balm in Gilead that makes the
wounded whole . . . God has been for us, these suffering
people remember and insist; God is for us; who is against
us? Again, the words of comfort and assurance and hope
come to those who suffer, to those who are persecuted.
And now, imagine these words being read in a well-todo, not obviously oppressed, North American Christian
congregation in 1994. Can these people pick up this verse
without setting off an explosion? Can these people hear it
without a trace of the pep rally spirit; without a whiff of
smugness about being in church; without a smidgen of
"hey, great, God's for us, everything is coming our way."
Can they discover here good news not only for themselves,
but for the whole world?
Yes, they can. We can. But it would be well for us
first to reach up to make sure that the marks of Ash
Wednesday are still on our foreheads, the ashes that
reminded us that we are created of dust, that we are mortal, that we fall far short of the glory of God. And also to
feel the shape of the ashes-the cross-which reminded us
of the self-giving love of God in Christ, of God's tender
care for us, and of our call as the body of Christ to give ourselves, in love to the world-tenderly, carefully, and in ways
that overcome its noise and divisions.
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Paul's words of comfort to the church in Rome, and
to the church today, come to people who have been baptized not only into the glory of God, but also-no, firstinto the suffering of Christ; that is, into the self-giving love
of God for all the world, a love that endures to the end.
God has cared tenderly for us; now we are to care tenderly
for others. God is for us, yes; this is a comfort we cannot
do without as we go about trying to be tender people in a
noisy and divided world. But God has not invited us to a
pep rally for Christians. God has summoned us to lives of
love and service that reach out from this place, in every
direction.
Dorothy Bass

0

A few nights ago, I returned to the University of
Chicago, where I taught before coming here to Valparaiso
University, to address a campus Christian organization on
the subject of academic life. When I had concluded my
remarks and asked for questions, approximately twenty of
the eighty students raised their hands. They raised them
not because they were Christians but because they are from
the University of Chicago and have therefore learned
quickly to question everything. I thought of this episode
when I was thinking of our text for today, because I was asking myself what things we as citizens of an academic community think might separate us from the love of God. The
powerful assurances of today's reading cannot really reach
us unless and until we are aware of the things which we fear
could separate us from the love of God. What then are
some of our separation anxieties?
This University or any university worthy of the name
university lives in the interrogative mood. We love to question things and we are defined as an academic community
by the questions that we love. But who was the first questioner; indeed, who brought the interrogative mood into
the world? The serpent. "Did God say, 'You shall not eat of
any tree in the garden?"' Is this then the very source of all
separation from God's love-questioning? This is a very
good question. And it should lead us to wonder, "Do we
really share the assurances so powerfully articulated in this
text? Do we really think that even questioning of the most
radical and serious kind cannot separate us from the love
of God?"
We don't act like it for the most part. The major question that the audience at the University of Chicago raised
with me recently was this one. What if we inquire and then
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wind up reaching conclusions that are inconsistent with the
teachings of Christianity as we understand them? Do we
really want to weigh the evidence for evolution, consider
the apparent discrepancies among the Gospels, challenge
established church practice, open ourselves up to the
teachings of other great religions? Behind this question is a
kind of fear, a fear that iniquiry might lead us to adopt
beliefs or points of view that are unsettling to our faith or
that challenge our religious convictions, and so, or so we
fear, lead us to lose God's love. So you see: some of us all of
the time, and all of us some of the time, believe that beliefs
can separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus. We
are therefore sometimes afraid to inquire.
Then there are others among us who think we already
know all that is true and right and good and who therefore
do not need to inquire. There is a joke about Lutherans
that nicely captures this tendency. St. Peter is ushering a
Lutheran into paradise, which consists of an infinite vista of
all races, creeds, and colors praising God and singing.
Except that there is one large windowless brick structure in
the midst of this infinity. The Lutheran says, "Who is in
there?" St. Peter replies, "Oh, those are the Lutherans; they
can only be fully happy is they think they are the only ones
up here." Some Lutherans have replaced justification by
works with justification by right belief.
So we have at least two vices-fear and pride-that
are to some degree nourished by the university and that to
a great degree inhibit the central task of the universitynamely inquiry. And we should notice that these two vices
are really one: on the flip side of intellectual insecurity, the
fear of asking questions, is the arrogance that secretly
believes that it really is finally within our own power to save
ourselves. On the flip side of the pride of intellect is the
fear that someone somewhere else might be right and that
we are wrong, that our life may be based on fictions and
untruths. Lurking here is the ethos behind a purely secular
understanding of academic life, most dramatically
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expressed by the German thinker Max Weber: "unless you
believe that the fate of your soul depends upon whether or
not you make the correct conjuncture at the crucial juncture of your manuscript, you have no calling for academic
study, and you should do something else." (Your grade may
depend upon a correct conjuncture, but surely not your
soul.)
Would an academic mentality as extreme as Weber's
separate us from the love of God? No, because, as our text
proclaims, nothing can separate us from the love of God.
Without humility, however, we can and do fail to trust that
God's love is always there for us. True humility casts out
both pride and fear. For courage is the underside of humility as fear is the underside of pride. Our principalities and
powers at Valparaiso University threaten not so much to
cut us off from the love of God, for as we have seen, that
tl1reat is always hollow; rather, they threaten to disable us
from accepting the fact that we have been accepted, as a
great preacher once put it.
In this Lenten season, let us pray that God would stir
up within us at this University the virtue of humility. It will
enable us recklessly to place our trust in these great promises of the steadfastness of God's love, and it will simultaneously give us both the freedom and the good courage to
inquire. We will not imagine, however tacitly, that such
keen and delicate instruments as our knowledge and
understanding can either grasp the divine or form the
terms of our own salvation. We will instead place the serpent's interrogative mood at the foot of the tree at Calvary,
foreswearing our grasping in the name of God's giving, and
remembering with Kierkegaard that it is not we who must
hold fast to Christ but rather Christ who holds us fast, now
and even forevermore.
Mark Schwehn
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0, Say, Can You See?
Charles Vandersee

Dear Editor:
We still do not have all the
television programs we need, and
television has been with us a long time.
Look at this allegation from the
Washington Post op-ed page, because
one of the three missing TV programs
is right there: "For more than 20
years, government technocrats have
proposed and implemented regulatory
. standards in increasingly capricious
and arrogant ways, burdening the
economy with hidden costs that don't
return commensurate benefits in
safety."
This robust whine in the
Richmond Times-Dispatch is on the
same subject: "the metastasizing caste

Charles Vandersee says he is getting
ready to put on Internet all the information
people need about the undergraduate Echols
Scholars Program at the University of
Virginia, which he continues to direct.
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of comfortable bureaucrats, eerily selfabsorbed and confident that their
expertise and our money are essential
to the Republic's survival."
Some students at the university
in Dogwood come from suburban
Washington, children of these federal
bureaucrats and technocrats. They
possess boundless energy for
organizing projects and events. So I
asked one of them last fall, "Why have
you never put together a panel, a
public forum, about your awful
parents?" 'The rest of us don't get it,"
I said, or perhaps almost said. "Your
parents really are abominable people:
capricious, arrogant, burdensome.
Eerily metastasizing. Everybody says
so. How do you live with them? How
did they get that way? Why do they
behave so badly? And with our tax
money!"
This student, as I recall, shaped
her mouth into a sort of grimace that
somehow signified: "You have no idea
how burdensome it is to be the butt of
capricious pundits, and arrogant
ranters, who say things about
bureaucrats that they wouldn't even
say about public school teachers,
biblical literalists, and literary critics."
The two quotes above are, in reverse
order, from a sycophantic reviewer of a
new George Will book, and a lobbyist,
chairman of Project Relief, "a
nationwide coalition of business
groups, think tanks, and individuals
interested in regulatory reform."
The TV program we want is one
that summons bureaucrats and
regulators, week after week, to explain
in detail what they do and why they do
it, and how they have the effrontery to
bear children. If arrogant, let's see
their naked disdain on our screens,
and if self-absorbed, these tens of
thousands of shoppers, sports fans,
suburban lawn-tenders, probably even
church members, let's watch them
unwittingly incriminate themselves.
Almost as I write, a student enters the
office, checking in after Winter Break.
She works in the Department of
Agriculture during summers and
breaks, and as we talk she complains
about the unproductive and inefficient

staff she experiences there. "The
interns come in and do all the work."
There you have it. Executives
and staff people inside the Capital
Beltway are presumably normal
American middleclass white-collar
folks, but they're also bureau and
techno crats: malicious stymiers,
narcissists remote from reality,
whimsical interferers, committed
sloths.
TV probes need to be
conducted by soft, bland, shortstatured people wearing cardigan
sweaters-people who invite every
week several crats to talk and talk
about how their time is spent, their
day-labor undertaken. Paperworkintolerable forms to fill out, that they
created last week and a decade ago,
serving no clear purpose: What
circumstances gave them birth?
Get a whole slew of OSHA, FDA,
and EPA people on that screen so we
can start figuring them out. Are they
us writ large, absurd and enigmatic?
Are they genetic throwbacks to some
ancient byzantine autocracy? Are they
possibly out in front of us all, trying to
shape a shoddy and crooked nation?
This is not a network "magazine"
segment we want, and not even a CSPAN project. We're talking real
burrowing here, not visual-impact
drama, not one-shot expose, and not
brisk Brian Lamb moderating yet
another trinity of observers and public
figures. Observers (that is, writers for
newspapers and magazines) and
public figures (that is, politicians in
and out of office) are not what we
want, and the media still don't get it .
TV has been here, stagnating in its
conventions, since the 1950s.
If the crats are wrecking
America, let's hear from the crats.
Who issues decisions as to what
regulations have to be drawn up? Do
Congressional mandates generate such
actions? Who settles what degree of
detail needs to be covered in a
regulation? What dangers to body and
computer are being thwarted, they
hope, by imposing rules on
manufacturers and processors? What
kinds of corner-cutting and sloth are
being combated by prescribing tensile
strengths, measuring pollutants, and
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slow-paced testing of new drugs? What
inevitable
local boodle
and
boondoggling-ah, Original Sin!-is
being exorcised by crats creating
national standards and demanding
reams of reporting?
I seem to remember a story some
years ago about fruit cake specs in the
military, very impressive, gram by
gram, prescribed dye for candied
orange peel, rigorous deployment of
fruit cubes and nut meats in batter,
benign batter consistency, bomb-proof
boxing and wrapping. Does this detail
signify that uncontrollable passion, in
all its eerieness, paradoxically enters
the picture? That is, once embarked
on specs, do humans in agencies
cudgel
one
another
toward
ultracomprehensive completeness,
striving toward an abstract-even
platonic-ideal of the national cake
and all else? Shouldn't we try to find
out, and if necessary set up some
deplatonizing program? Let's probe
crat psychology and cooking. Are
there unconscious drives that impel
large numbers of people in office
cubes and corridors to micromanage
ruinously? If so, can we get them some
air to breathe, and can the nation
afford their outpatient treatment?
Putting all this on TV is actually a
serious proposal, and paradoxically it
can be done nowhere except on public
TV, also much maligned. A straight
hour or two of crats explaining
themselves in detail, month after
month, is not something Chevrolet,
the heartbeat of America, or Dial soap,
will pay for. Yet we have to do it, since
hurling epithets is no solution. Much
as it may pain people to acknowledge
it, you shouldn't in a civilized society
talk about human beings in 'the rabid
language routinely used for deriding
agency functionaries.
Public
politicians you can eviscerate in good
conscience-indeed, one laments the
absence of white souls like Mark Twain
and Mencken-but mindlessly to tear
apart invisible public servants is animal
cruelty.
As, for TV program #2, missing
from our screens, we need to hear
from that other large national
pathology, public education. This we
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take to be as injurious as cratwork.
Public schooling is assumed to be a
disaster, from all points on the
ideological and political spectra.
Pundits in all the media routinely,
reflexively, dismiss from humanity this
entire group of citizens, consumers.
Panaceas like charter schools and
vouchers rest on the premise that the
schooling status quo is not only bad
but unreformable.
But newspapers, magazines,
network TV, and cable TV do not put
teachers and administrators before us,
so we can see and hear what awful
people they are. Here too I want to
insist on being serious. Some (many?)
teachers and functionaries are plain
dumb. We know this from the fray
over prayers and Bible reading in
school, and religious activities on
school property. It's a sad and
incendiary hoax. Whatever one thinks
of Pat Robertson and his American
Center for Law and Justice (ACLJ, not
ACLU), he has managed to begin to
clear the air. The Supreme Court
proscribes official public prayers, not
silent private petitions. The Bible is a
book anyone may read in a study hall
or at recess. Biblical texts may be used
in classes when the aim is cultural
literacy rather than indoctrination.
Schoolrooms may be used after class
by organized religious groups as well
as by spelunkers.
School administrators too scared
or illiterate to apply court rulings
correctly deserve censure. But we have
to see these officials on TV, explaining
why they think what they think. Also
teachers every week, from a variety of
districts, telling us in their own words
what they want to do but can't do. If
they're faulted for too many trendy
changes in the curriculum, let them
tell us what drives those changes. If
the opposite-stultification-let's hear
why they have no will or energy to
change. If the profession draws
people who are easily scared and
intimidated, let's find that out. If
teachers and administrators are
desperately battling one another (as
one hears), bruising kids in the
process, let's let that sorry story
gradually unfold, by an interviewer

pursuing blandly-meticulously,
unstridently, insidiously-lines of
questioning that will elicit more than
interviewees intend.
Like crats, these people are our
nextdoor neighbors, and possibly in
the pews on Sunday. They seem to
have human bodies, and possibly they
have human brains, and may even
have choice epithets of their own. So
we need them on TV, some
unmarketable hours a week, to help us
to tackle slowly, laboriously, some basic
questions and probe into the
heartbeat of America. We do not
know our own American neighbors
and how they do their jobs.
The New York Times is (on
Sunday, at least, the only day I see it)
an almost heroically good newspaper,
despite the bashing it gets from the
reflex Right. Yet an eerie sentence a
few years ago makes one wonder about
the media generally. I loved it and
saved it. To the travel section an angry
Hungarian-American writes asking why
proper diacritical marks get used for
French and German but not for
Hungarian. The word var means "she
sews"; the word var, with acute accent,
means "castle." Response: "The
Times does not generally use accents
in languages whose accenting systems
are so unfamiliar as to invite error"
(Oct. 21, 1990). It stops your
breathing. Is this actually media
thinking? Is this why we see little or
nothing in the media about the work
of bureaucrats and teachers? Their
systems are assumed to be so
unfamiliar-eerie, perhaps-that it's
no use attempting to understand
them?
TV program #3 is of course on
college professors, and I won't detain
you much further on that. Some
professors go to football games and
tend their gardens, like people.
College professors, even in the
humanities, are human, using the
American language to communicate,
and ought to be placed on TV, week
after week, explaining in detail how
they construct courses. How they
choose readings, what terminology
they think students should learn, and
why. Why they write books and
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articles, and in them why they use
language that seems self-absorbed.
Here, as with the other two
programs offered for free, I'm serious.
On that last point, the language used
in books and journals, I would offer
just a few possibilities which as talking
heads we might convey to our
neighbors.
First, economics may be to
blame. Commercial presses and
university presses are business
operations, and it costs money to hire
editors to examine readability line by
line. The only honest way for a book
to be accepted is through peer-review,
and publisher and editor tend to
assume that if peers like it, it should be
published without much change. Not
much of that expensive scrutiny,
therefore.
Second, courage.
It takes
chutzpah for an ill-paid copy editor to
fax a Ph.D. scholar with unwelcome
news: "This needs a lot of work if
anybody besides your fellow specialist
is going to read it."
Third, that news is apt to be
received as irrelevant, since it also
takes courage on the part of the writer
to believe that there are non-academic
readers out there. Strange as it may
seem to self-absorbed pundits,
most intelligent citizens-lawyers,
accountants, preachers-have football
games to go to rather than books about
boredom to read.
Thus professors often write only
for each other, coldly facing the reality
that things worth saying on some
human issues are not going to be read
widely. The boredom example arises
because this is the topic of one of my
Dogwood colleagues last winter: a

book from a distinguished university
press (Chicago) examining in a rich
and readable way the rise of this
human sensation in the 18th century
and its transformation in the 19th.
She (Patricia Meyer Spacks) ties it to
all manner of interesting issues,
including the decline of religion and
the rise of eerie self-absorption. Her
sources are mostly literary: novels,
poetry, and essays.
If really lucky, she'll get seven
minutes on the Today show, on two
sides of a commercial break, maybe an
hour with Brian Lamb on C-SPAN.
But that will be that. Not only will she
not be heard of again, the other
people in the humanities at the
university in Dogwood will meanwhile
be publishing books and articles
invisible to our gardening and
gridiron neighbors, who go through
their lives not knowing why we do what
we do.
Will all this programming be
interesting-these
bureaucrats,
teachers, and scholars doing shop talk,
and a lot of it? Hard to say, but it
might arrest people at little
unpredictable points. At the least it
could be taped for instant recall, in
case in moments of boredom we
wanted to peer into our nextdoor
neighbors' brains. For those who paid
attention over a period of weeks, it
would reveal what we should be talking
about when we delude ourselves into
thinking we're talking about politics
and the present state of national
culture.

From Dogwood, faithfully yours,

c.v.

Where Do Church
Musicians Come
From?
Maureen Jais-Mick
And Cain knew his wife; and she conceived,
and bare Enoch ... And unto Enoch was
born Irad: and Irad begat Mehujael: and
Mehujael begat Methusael: and Methusael
begat Lamech. And Lamech took unto him
two wives: the name of the one was Adah ..
And Adah barJabal ... And his brother's
name was Jubal: he was the father of all
such as handle the harp and organ.
(Genesis 4:17-21)

Suddenly the often frustrating lot
of the parish organist-tyrannical
pastors, ungrateful congregations,
irresponsible
volunteers,
and
encroaching pop music-makes sense.
What else do we deserve? We bear the
mark of our forefather Cain, slayer of
Abel.
At least we're a hardy group. The
writer of Genesis does not report how
long Juballived, but Grandpa Lamech
fathered Noah when he was 182 and
then lived another 595 years. I've
heard the theory that conductors live
longer because we use our upper body
Maureenjais-Mick, a church musician
for many years, was a founding member of
the Association of Lutheran Church
Musicians, but seems to want to get further
back in her assessment of where it all
started. She writes regularly on music for
The Cresset.
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muscles and exercise the cardiac
region. That may be, but my
contemporaries and I are obviously
less vigorous than Lamech or Jubal.
We'll be fortunate to make it to ninety.
I can't speak for pagans-never
having worked for one of their
congregations-but Judaism and
Christianity have always had a lovehate relationship with music. Unlike
the Greeks, the Jews believed that
music was a human invention, not a
gift of the gods. But even the Greeks
were less impressed with the power of
music to tap into emotion than with its
scientific attributes. For them, the
ideal was the "Music of the Spheres" the cosmic music that keeps the
planets in their orbits and is so perfect
that it can't be heard by human ears.
The Greeks reveled in measuring
vibrating strings and making acoustical
discoveries. It was when music moved
people- when it entered into the
realm of magic-that they frowned on
it. This was true of Calvin and his
disciples and is also true of some
contemporary Christians. Music is okay
in its place, but let worshipers feel its
power too deeply and they become
nervous, afraid that the music will
distract us from God. I recall a Jesuit
with whom I worked (very briefly)
explaining to me that, yes, there was
music in the liturgy, but people
shouldn't feel deeply about it,
otherwise they wouldn't pay attention
to the Eucharist. (Thank you, Martin
Luther, for not fearing this greatest of
God's gifts.)
Reading the Old Testament, one
is aware of the importance of music in
religious-civil processions, such as
those in which the ark of the covenant
was moved ( 1 Chronicles 15:28- 29).
References to singers, psalteries, harps,
cymbals, trumpets, cornets, and harps
are plentiful. I particularly like the
description of Solomon relocating the
ark:
... Also the Levites which were the singers,
all of them of Asaph, of Heman, of
Jeduthun, with theiT sons and their
/Jrethren, being a-rrayed in white linen,
having cymbals and psalteries and harps,
stood at the east end of the altar, and with
them an hund·red and twenty priests
sounding with trumpets (2 Chronicles 4:9)
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Anyone who's ever coordinated synodwide worship can surely sympathize
with the lucky soul whose job it was to
rehearse 120 trumpet- playing priests.
In the 20th century we think of
musical talent as bestowed by genes or
chance. But in the Old Testament one
was a musician by virtue of having
been born into the right tribe. All the
Levitical musicians named in the Old
Testament were men. We don't know
what the women were doing musically,
but surely it was not a unique event
when Miriam and the women of Israel
took timbrels and danced and sang to
celebrate the parting of the Red Sea.
(Exodus 15:20-21) They had timbrels,
they knew the song, and they knew
how to dance. Had they done it
before? The rabbinic prohibition
against women leading worship is of a
later date. Eric Werner, in his 1979
book The Sacred Bridge: The
Interdependence of Liturgy and Music in
Synagogue and Church during the First
Millennium
credits
rabbinic
prohibition to their belief that "The
voice
of
woman
leads
to
licentiousness" (324). And, as readers
of history know, a prohibition against
something means it was done often
enough for the writer to feel obliged
to condemn it.
In Israel, what was religious was
also civil.
And when he [&ngJohoshaphat] had
consulted with the people, he appointed
singers unto the LORD, and that should
praise the beauty of holiness, as they went
out before the army, and to say, Praise the
LORD; for his mercy endureth for ever. And
when they began to sing and to praise, the
LORD set ambushments against the
children of Ammon, Moab, and mount Seir,
which were corne against Judah; and they
were smitten . .. And they came to
Jerusalem with psalteries and harps and
trumpets unto the house of the LORD. "
(2 Chronicles 20:21-28)

I can't imagine that the musicians just
stood around during the battle. They
must have put down their instruments
and brandished their weapons. What if
you were a burly Levite who was great
with the sword but lousy on the harp?
Were the Israeli service bands like our

own military bands in which nonplayers are given a tuba and told to
mimic playing as they march? Ah, the
data lost in the mists of history.
In spite of the frequent mention
of instruments in the Old Testament,
the rabbis were never completely
comfortable with them. Even before
the destruction of the Temple
(following which instruments were
forbidden in worship), the association
of musical instruments with renegade
Jewish cults and synchrestistic religions
made them repulsive to the rabbis, no
matter that the Psalms mention them
often. Likewise, in early Christianity,
vocal music held primacy over
instrumental music. Even later, in the
Middle Ages, Thomas Aquinas in
Summa II, opposed the use of the
organ because it "might Judaize the
Church." Since the Jews had
proscribed instrumental music almost
a thousand years earlier, this seems a
q1,1estionable bit of logic. (History is
truly a circle. In the 19th and 20th
centuries, many Jews opposed the
installation of organs in synagogues
because
of
the
threat
of
christianization.)
Up to the third century, the Christian
sources reflect almost the same attitude
toward Hellenistic music as contemporary
Judaism. The very same distrust of
instrumental accompaniment in religious
ceremonies, the same horror offlute,
tympanon, and cymbal, the accessories of
the orgiastic mysteries, are here in evidence.
Clement ofAlexandtia may be quoted fi-rst,
since he was in many respects a Hellenist,
and certainly not a Judaeo-Christian: One
makes noise with cymbals and tympana,
one rages and mnts with instruments of
frenzy; . . . The flute belongs to those
superstitious men who run to idolatty. But
we will banish these instmments even. from
our sober decent meals. (Werner 335)

Where did the earliest Christian
musicians come from? They must have
come from among the converted. So,
Jewish converts-perhaps some were
even trained cantors-would have lead
the congregation in the music of that
tradition and Greek converts would
have used what was familiar to them.
We do know that the early Christians
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sang. According to Pliny the Younger
(writing to the Emperor Trajan), " ...
they [Christians] were accustomed to
come together on a regular day before
dawn and to sing a song alternately to
Christ as to a god." The Apostolic
Constitutions, written before the end
of the 4th Century, mention a number
of Greek hymns, some of which are
familiar to us-portions of the Gloria
in excelsis, Te Deum, Nunc dimittis,
Sanctus, and Gloria patri. Greek was the
language of the literate, so it is not
surprising that the earliest hymns are
in this language.
In worship as in life, one makes
do with what one has. As noted earlier,
Miriam and the women of Israel could
belt out the songs when needed-even
if they weren't allowed to sing them in
the temple. Some congregations of
early Christians were probably led in
singing by women who knew the songs.
Certainly the heretics recognized the
usefulness of musical women:
"Marcion had formed a female choir,
and Paul of Samosata, also a heretic,
composed psalms for women singers.
Significantly, the antagonism toward
the female voice became violent only
in the Gnostic crisis of the Church"
(Werner 345). In the year 318, when

the Didascalia officially forbade
women singers in the church, there
were still voices raised in their defense.
Opposed to women singers were
Tertullian (North Africa), Jerome
(Rome, Palestine), Cyril of Jerusalem
(Greece, Jerusalem), and Isidore of
Pelusium (Greece). In favor of
women's voices were Marcion (Black
Sea), Ephraem Syrus (Nisibis),
Bardesanes and his son Harmonius
(Edessa).
This tabulation seems to indicate that the
Western regions were more puritanic than
the Syrians. To be sure, Gnostics had no
monopoly on female singing, as is shown by
the example ofEphraem, who instituted
women's choirs. This practice spread all
over Asia Minor. The Arabic Canones of
the Apostles even admits female lectors
and deacons. (Werner 346)

Later, when the rise of European
monasticism led to religious orders of
women, the chanting of the canonical
hours had to be led by women, as men
were not present.
Ah, the battles of yesteryear.
These days, as the pool of trained
church musicians gradually shrinks,
the gender of parish musicians is not
as important as their sheer availability.

Hans in the Apple Orchard
A fullness comes with age, and maybe more,
Maybe a lasting past right ripe time.
It shows in apple trees, before

Decaying core, but still after prime;
A rampant wildness, desperate to grow,
To show a future yet, but dying back,
Damaged, too tired to undergo
Heat, blight, wind, stress life to contract.
A few years in thin, droughty shale
Even most robust apples devastate;
Limbs yield and bend to sun and gale: and fail.
No! First: a burst, gesture refusing go;
But only now, while still fully obstinate.
John Wallhausser
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Which returns us to my original
question: Where do church musicians
come from? The answer is simple, yet
challenging-they come from within
worshiping communities. Anyone now
leading music in a church is doing it
because at some point and in some
place they were impressed by music as
part of worship, convinced of its value,
and encouraged to pursue its study.
When churches complain that they
can't find an organist or choir director
I ask them, "How many have you
produced? How many talented young
people has your parish supported in
the vocation of church music?"
Understandably, parishes take pride in
the roster of pastors nurtured within
their communities, but what about the
church musicians? Who is nurturing
them-MTV? While folks can enter
the ministry at almost any age (as
evidenced by the number of second
career pastors now in the field), the
same is not true of church musicians.
Like
athletes,
the
hand-eye
coordination demanded of a good
keyboard player must begin in
childhood. No one picks up a tennis
racket at the age of 20 and decides to
play professionally. Likewise, no one
encounters their first keyboard at the
age of 20 and decides to become a
professional organist.
Where do church musicians
come from? They come from young
musicians who have seen that music in
worship is a thing valued by their
congregations.
Recorded in Liturgy and Hymns, a
1965 edition edited by Ulrich S.
Leopold, Martin Luther writes in the
Preface to the Wittenberg Hymnal,
1524:
But I would like to see all the arts,
especially music, used in the service of
Him who gave them and made them. I
therefore pray that every pious
Christian would be pleased with this
[the use of music in the service of the
gospel] and lend his help if God has
given him like or greater gifts. A$ it is,
the world is too lax and indifferent
about teaching and training the young
for us to abet this trend. God grant us
his grace. Amen. 0
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MBA, MBI, and
everyone M.Y.O.B.
Arvid F. Sponberg

Over the weekend of January 2630, I joined 300 other professors of
English and business at a hotel in
Brunswick, New Jersey to read the
essay portion of the Graduate
Management Admissions Test
( GMAT). The GMAT is one of the
family of test created and sold by the
Educational Testing Service todepending on one's point of viewa. aid institutions of higher
learning to match their curricula with
students best able to benefit from
them, or,
b. preserve the privileges of an
increasingly anti-democratic highincome elite under the guise of
"maintaining standards", or,
c. provide smart, hard-working
students from all walks of life the
opportunity to study at the best
Gus Sponberg chairs the Department of
English at VU, and edits a journal of
American theatre history. At the end of a
day spent teaching, advising, writing and
meeting, he rides contemplatively off into
the sunset on a bicycle.
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colleges and graduate schools through
demonstration of merit under
conditions impervious to social, racial,
and economic bias, or
d.
torment test-wise
and
unmotivated youth with yet another
obstacle course designed to stamp
conformity and compliance into their
whining, ignorant, ungrateful hearts
before they are granted access to the
highest-paying jobs, nicest houses,
tannest lawyers, and sleekest doctors
for the rest of their lives, or,
e. all of the above.
Naturally, I prefer to think that I
am assisting in the accomplishment of,
at the least, "a", and also in the best of
worlds, "c." But I freely admit that I
may be naive . After all, I am only a
sheltered and privileged academic.
You know, the sort who is reckoned by
the greater portion of his fellow
citizens to know nothing of the
"brutal" marketplace, as Senator Kerry
recently labeled it on C-Span. His
tone of voice, I thought, as the word
slid over his lips, betrayed a sort of
perverse pride in the fact; as if he
were about to introduce a new
economic indicator-the MBI
(Marketplace Brutality Index). The
higher the MBI-Boeing lays off 7,000
managers revealed by internal audit to
have diplomas from urban high
schools; 10,000 businesses go under as
ravages of new minimum wage exact
toll; MBI skyrockets-the greater our
satisfaction in knowing that, whatever
kind of economy we have achieved in
this society, at least it's brutal. Yes!
As of the time of this writing, the
debates about raising the minimum
wage have yielded the widespread
admission, from both proponent and
opponents, that no one in this country
can actually live on the minimum
wage. But most minimum wage
earners contribute over one-half of
their households ' incomes. When
asked about his views on health careKerry once favored health-care reform
but opposed Clinton's plan-Kerry
began his answer by saying that 30
million Americans cannot afford
access to the present health-care
system and that fact was unlikely to
change. (emphasis mine).

So with these kinds of data and
authoritative opinions forming the
sub-text of the "Contract with
America", it may not be vaporous
cynicism seeping up from the humid
caverns of my mind if I suspect that by
helping to score GMAT essay I may
actually be accomplishing "b" and "d".
Probably the correct answer is "e".
It's natural to wonder how
reliable these tests are. Do they
measure what they purport to measure
and do they accurately predict
success-in the case of the GMAT-in
graduate schools of business? I
received some confirmation of the
GMAT's prescience from no less an
authority than Frances Hill, the
director of admissions at the Haas
School of Business at the University of
California at Berkeley. She makes it
her business to correlate GMAT scores
with performance by students
admitted to the Haas School. She says
there is a "very high" correlation
between high GMAT scores and high
grades in the school. So that made me
feel good. At least I was working with
a sound product.
But then she gave me some
additional information of a more
personal nature.
She and her
husband, with both salaries, cannot
afford to place their two sons in the
best private schools in Oakland, where
they live. The students at these two
schools are known to receive the best
preparation to take the SAT, another
ETS product. Given conditions in
Oakland, and California generally,
they do not want to risk their
children's future by enrolling them in
the public schools. So they enrolled
their two boys in affordable, but not
the
best,
private
schools.
Furthermore, in order to compensate
for the somewhat degraded quality of
SAT preparation at the boys' schools,
the Hills will pay for their sons to take
the Stanley Kaplan course not once,
but twice, prior to taking the SATs, at a
price of $800 each time.
Fran assured me that taking the
Kaplan course can produce an
improvement in a student's SAT score
that can range upward to 100 points.
And the difference between an 1100
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SAT and a 1200 SAT, in today's
"brutal" market may mean the
difference between being admitted to
the best school or to the second-best
school with significant financial aid or
being able to afford a third- or fourthbest school. These were "facts" as laid
out to me by the guardian of standards
at one of the best business schools in
the country.
For most Americans, obtaining
high-income jobs results from
obtaining
higher
education.
Admission to universities and graduate
schools, in part, results from scores on
standardized tests. Within limits,
higher test scores result from scores on
standardized tests. Within limits,
higher test scores result from special
preparation. Special preparation
results from having money. Money
results from high-income jobs. Do I
see a cycle developing? If I do, then
what are the effects on Lady Liberty's
Land as a whole of running this cycle
through several generations? (Give
me your tired, your poor, your
huddled masses, yearning to take the
SAT - GMAT - MCAT - LSAT) Is the
cycle "brutal"? If yes, is it a function of
the brutality of the larger business
cycles in which it is implicated? Do
any circumstances ameliorate the
cycle?
I believe that education ought to
make life better, not more brutal. But
now I suspect that some social
processes may be entangling the works
of education more inextricably with
the works of the "brutal" marketplace
than they have ever been before in my
lifetime. As always, for an English
professor, it is particularly disturbing
to observe how language itself can be
manipulated to convey the impression
that a "brutal" process is benign. We
may say "downsize" or "right-size" for
example, when we mean "fire" or "lay
off." We may write "restructure" when
we mean "cut jobs." We may speak of
"transformation" when we mean
"severence." We may say "balance the
budget" when we mean "let people
fend for themselves." The excuse for
manipulations such as these is often
said to be a desire to "soften the blow"
or to "minimize the pain." But
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euphemisms often accentuate the pain
because to injury they add the insult
of condescension, cowardice, and
dishonesty. Just as many victims of
ethnic prejudice prefer to deal with
honest bigotry rather than hypocritical
liberalism, so many who have been cut
from their livelihoods would prefer to
deal with honest Scrooge-ery.
Worse, euphemism merely delays
the inevitable. Mter sweeping away
the cobwebs of obscurantism, we must
still confront the brutalities of the
marketplace themselves. Any scholar
meriting the name abhors phantoms.
The sooner we confront the
phenomena of our study, the sooner
we assay their actual dimensions and
characters, the sooner we know what
to do.
But this is mere quibbling.
Inveighing against euphemism in
human affairs hardly amounts to
analysis, even if the history of this
century teaches us to regard
euphemism as a symptom of deeper
problems. In higher education we
may define the deeper problem as the
extent and character of the university's
entanglement with the marketplace.
Naturally, many voices speak to this
problem and again, I freely admit that
as a faculty member, I lack the
comprehensive view of university
affairs available to deans, provosts,
presidents, and members of university
boards of directors. However, faculty
will necessarily carry out the changes
called for by higher education's critics
and so perhaps a thought or two on
the prevailing view of the predicament
of higher education is permissible.
Here is a sample of the analysis
that customarily rattles its way down to
my level, under the heading "New
Priori ties
and
ChallengesUniversities ... are facing some issues
and challenges which have risen to
higher priority status only in the more
recent past. These challenges include
calls for accountability of people and
institutions, demands for assessment of
education based on more focused
attention to desired outcomes,
emphases on involvement of
stakeholders in education and
assessment, a change in emphasis from

teaching to learning, and demands to
incorporate the best and latest
available technologies in training and
in learning." (] ohn Miller, "The
Dean's View," CBA Dividend. College
of Business Administration, Valparaiso
University, Winter 1994-95, p. 8,
emphasis original) I do not select this
passage because it comes from a
column addressed to business college
alumni. In fact, as I speak to my
colleagues in the business college, I
find them often more keenly aware of
the differences between universities and
commercial enterprises than I do my
administrators. I select this passage
from Dean Miller's message only
because it is the most recent sample of
its type to cross my desk. .Pick up any
issue of the Chronicle of Higher
Education, or Change, or education
supplement of you local newspaper
and you will find similar language. As
a scholar of rhetoric, I am puzzled to
know where it comes from and how it
gains power to sweep all before it.
This kind of passage betokens a
state of enchantment with the
marketplace . The exhortation to
"accountability," for example,
descends to faculty from the lofty
realms of corporations as if it were a
divine revelation with which those in
classrooms could hardly be expected
to be familiar. The terms "assessment"
and "outcomes", uttered as if they were
mantras, similarly create the
impression of epiphanic truth
bestowed upon disciples by the Master.
Yet the sources of these "challenges"
and "calls" rarely, if ever, attain the
clarity of identification given to the
"mantras" themselves. Again, I don't
wish to appear to be "picking" on
Dean Miller who was writing in a form
requiring brevity, but even when
experts have the space and time to
dilate on these issues, they tend,
annoyingly, to avoid specifics.
Consider, for example, a recent
cry of alarm issued by one Peter T.
Ewell, Senior Associate at the National
Center for Higher Education
Management Systems (His title kind of
makes you wonder how you get on Mr.
Ewell's board of directors, doesn't it?
And for that matter, why is there a
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National Center for Higher Education
Management Systems? Who pays their
light bill?) To begin his keynote
address to the North Central
Association last summer, Mr. Ewell
said:
"It requires little discernment
these days to observe that higher
education's traditional mechanisms of
self-regulation are in disarray ... our
regional system of voluntary
accreditation for colleges and
universities is under widespread attack as
inadequate
and
self-serving .
Simultaneous charges of abuse,
collusion, mismanagement, and
outright fabrication ... have further
undermined the public's confidence that
higher education is capable of
regulating its own affairs" ("A Matter
of Integrity, Accountability and the
Future of Self-Regulation," Change,
November/December 1994, p. 25.
emphasis added). Nowhere in this
article does Ewell identity the sources
of these attacks and charges. I'm not
saying that he couldn't. I'm only
saying that as this discussion about
higher education's flaws drifts down to
faculty members, as clouds might
descend from Olympian peaks into the
vales of Academy, the features of the
landscape grow indistinct. Details
erode from the argument and we fall
under
the
enchantment
of
marketplace remedies.
Near the end of his remarks,
Ewell calls for us to listen more
carefully to "the voices of our principal
clients-students, employers, and
society's representitives." (emphasis
mine). Our clients, says Ewell, are
calling for "a core body of skills that
any college graduate should possess,
centered on communications (both
oral and written) and problem solving
with a strongly practical bent.
Technical skills, though taken for
granted ...feature far less prominently
than a more general ability to ' think
on one's feet' in rapidly changing
situations dominated by teamwork and
the need to act quickly and take
responsibility."
This is as concise a statement of
the "outcomes" desired by "higher
education's" present "critics" as I have
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yet come across. Only two other
characteristics of this statement are
noteworthy. First, "technical skills"which I take to be Ewell's synonym for
"knowledge", embracing everything
from punctuation through the history
of civilization and quantum
electrodynamics to systematic
theology, the true business of
universities, in brief-are "taken for
granted". Second, it repeats desires
expressed by "marketplace critics" of
higher education since World War II.
Particularly affecting are the wishes for
"skills" in "communications (both oral
and written)".
If, in fact,
communications skills have declined
over the last fifty years, not the
university, but the marketplace itself,
must bear the greater portion of
blame.
Finally, if thinking on one's feet
in rapidly changing situations
dominated by teamwork and the need
to act quickly and take responsibility
should be the hallmark of a university
education, then why do we have ETS,
the SAT and the GMAT? Why do we
link access to higher education with
high scores on standardized tests? In
the end, Peter Ewell and his band of
alarmers ask too little of the university.
The best place to acquire marketplace
skills is in the marketplace. A truly bold
reform would remove universities
altogether from the equation. Devise
means to revive the apprenticeship
system. Move 16-18 year old people
into the marketplace for several years
of experience. Companies who need
college-trained people could then
select likely candidates from their
employee pool and pay for their
education. The greater majority of
American students would get what
they want-a job, and income, and
independence. The companies would
get what they want-employees with
precisely-tuned skills acquired in the
most cost-effective manner. The
universities would get what they
want-a more focused pursuit of
knowledge and students who
understand that pursuit as an end in
itself-and an honorable end, as
well.O

Women in Crisis
Fredrick Barton
A few years ago the annual
Academy Awards ceremony adopted as
its theme 'The Year of the Woman."
Many of Hollywood's most powerful
and enduring female figures took
center stage to praise the efforts of
their sex in the motion picture
industry. The running joke that year,
of course, was that 'The Year of the
Woman" was like every other year, one
in which there were too few good
movie roles for women. Sadly, nothing
much has changed since then. 1994
certainly set no new trends, not with
the gifted Meryl Streep being reduced
to starring in the action vehicle The
River Wild. Still, though the overall
picture remains bleak, there have been
a handful of outstanding roles for
women over the last year or so, and it
is the purpose of this essay to have a
look at several.
Two pictures in the nation's
malls this winter of 1995 have offered
lead performances by two of the finest
Novelist and c1itic Fredrick Barton teaches at
the University of New 01·leans and writes the
film column for the ne-wsweekly Gambit. His
novels are The El Cholo Feeling Passes,
Courting Pandemonium and With Extreme
Prejudice. His film column in The Cresset
alternates with Jennifer Voigts.
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young actresses at work in
contemporary Hollywood. Though
the pictures themselves are not equally
successful, both Winona Ryder in
Little Women and Jodie Foster in Nell
distinguish themselves as performers
at the very top of their craft. Little
Women is easily the superior work. It's
flawed by spotty
character
development and occasional narrative
murkiness, but it still emerges as a
family entertainment must. Nell on the
other hand, despite the efforts of its
star, is a clumsy contrivance. Watching
Ms. Foster at work constitutes its only
enduring pleasure.
Adapted from Louisa May
Alcott's novel and directed by Gillian
Armstrong (My Brilliant Career), Little
Women is the story of the Civil War
era March sisters: Jo (Ryder), Meg
(Trini Alvarado), Beth (Claire Danes)
and Amy (Kirsten Dunst and
Samantha Mathis). Jo is the strong
one, Meg is the pretty one, Beth is the
good one, and Amy is the bratty little
one. With their father (Matthew
Walker) off to war, the March girls live
on a tight budget, learning to take a
great deal of amusement from the
plays they write and perform in the
attic of their family's large New
England house. With their mother
(Susan Sarandon) as a model and
guide, the girls grow up with healthy
egos, solid moral values and a fierce
family loyalty. Eventually they
experience romance, marriage and the
inevitability of death.
Wholesome and fundamentally
effective as it is, Little Women
nonetheless suffers as many works do
when trying to adapt the expansive
story of a novel into the two-hour time
frame of a feature film. Meg's
character is given very little definition
and Beth's too little to realize the
fullest emotional weight in her battle
against scarlet fever. Amy, meanwhile,
is characterized as too self-centered
for the redemption the film ultimately
offers her. Even more problematically,
Mrs. March is rendered as the font of
all goodness and wisdom. She strides
on screen largely to deliver aphorisms.
Narrative developments, too, are
sometimes faltering. Much ado is
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made of Mr. March's having been
wounded in the war. Th t' scene of his
safe homecoming is delivered with
considerable fanfare, but then the
father character absolutely disappears
from the picture. Most nettlesome, the
movie proves particularly awkward in
its handling of Jo's relationship with a
neighboring young man named
Theodore
"Laurie"
Laurence
(Christian Bale). Jo convinces her
sisters to admit Laurie into their attic
"theatrical society," and by the time
the young couple are in their late
teens they consider themselves best
friends. It comes as no shock, then,
when Laurie eventually proposes.
What's shocking is Jo's turning him
down. We haven't the slightest clue as
to whatJo finds lacking about Laurie.
All the same, Little Women stands
as a motion picture well worth seeing
(particularly with your kids). Whatever
its shortcomings, it just brims with
positive virtues. Ms. Danes will
probably be lost in the shadows of
Ryder's wonderful lead, but despite
the underwritten nature of her role,
Danes does a memorably powerful
turn as the saintly Beth. And though
Mom
may
indeed
be
too
uncomplicatedly good to be true, the
lessons she teaches are well worth
being learned. In a narcissistic age it is
important to be told that "time erodes
beauty but cannot erode gentleness,
kindness and moral courage." The
film teaches other things as well. It
reminds us that life is filled with
sorrows as well as joys, that its sorrows
can be endured and that its truest joys
are intangible rather than material
things. When both Beth and Jo marry
poor men, it makes a crucial point
about happiness being located in love
and not in money. And elsewhere it
encourages us to believe that angry
words can be taken back and that
fights can be regretted and forgotten.
In Little Women grudges are quickly
abandoned and forgiveness stands at
the ready. The film's greatest gift is its
underlying premise that the finest
treasures we may know are those
contained in friendship and in family.
Adapted from Mark Handley's

play Idioglossia and directed by Michael
Apted, Nell is the story of a young
woman who has lived an existence in
the North Carolina woods so isolated
that she speaks her own idiosyncratic
language. Conceived in a brutal rape,
Nell (Foster) is raised by a mother who
has suffered a stroke and can barely
speak. To protect Nell from society's
cruelties, the mother has kept Nell
hidden from the residents of the
closest town . Mother and daughter
live in a log cabin without electricity or
running water. When the mother dies,
Nell, now a young woman in her
twenties, is discovered, and the
question becomes what to do with her.
Local doctor Jerry Lovell (Liam
Neeson) wants her left alone. He
doesn't think that anything is wrong
with her, that's she's a bright,
generous, inquisitive person who can
gradually adjust to her changed
circumstances if she's left in peace.
Psychologist Paula Olsen (Natasha
Richardson) isn't so sure, however,
Nell wouldn't be better off with a lot
more supervision. And psychological
institute director Alexander Paley
(Richard Libertini) sees Nell as a
mother lode of potential human
development research.
Foster is especially courageous
here, and she's very well supported by
Neeson and Richardson. Despite its
failings, the film has other
praiseworthy attributes as well. At midpicture, for instance, Apted backs away
from the nasty possibility of turning
Nell into a rape victim. Best of all, the
picture wisely acknowledges the
fundamental difficulties of Nell's
circumstances. She hails from a place
that no one else can ever know, and
she will always be a foreigner in her
own land. Thus, commendably, Apted
delivers an ending notable for its
ambiguity and air of abiding
melancholy.
If only the whole of the picture
were so artful. But to a surprising
degree from a director of Michael
Apted's credentials (the awardwinning documentaries 7 Up, etc.,
and such other well received films as
Coal Miner's Daughter and Gorillas in the
Mist), Nell surrenders to the hoariest
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and most despicable of Hollywood
conventions. We can credit Apted for
avoiding making Nell a rape victim,
but he doesn't command much credit
for getting her in to perilous
circumstances in the first place. Nell
wanders away from Jerry and Paula on
an initial outing to town and beelines
it for a redneck bar. Why on earth
would she do that? And even when
the bad old boy pool players start
teasing her, why would she pull up her
dress to show her breasts? Nell is a
cultural foreigner, not an exhibitionist
or a moron. Elsewhere, it's
understandable that the doctors would
strive to understand Nell's language,
but given her obvious native
intelligence, why wouldn't they teach
her English at the same time? A simple
exchange of naming of things would
seem a useful and friendly
communication. Then as the picture
nears its climax, why does Nell become
catatonic? And as it reaches its climax,
could the filmmakers think of nothing
better than a courtroom setting?
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Frankly, we just cringe when Nell
suddenly snaps out of her daze and,
through Jerry's flawless translation,
delivers a plea on her own behalf that
aims to yank the hankies from our
pockets. In sum, Nell is a failure of
imagination. Well acted though it is,
it's a concept developed only in
cliches.
I think my favorite performance
this winter, though, has come from
Susan Sarandon in a role mysteriously
less ballyhooed than earlier ones in
The Client (a truly bad motion picture)
and Little Women. In Safe Passage
Saran don is Mag Singer, a wife and
mother of seven sons, the youngest of
whom is in high school. As she nears
age fifty, Mag is slightly disheveled
and a little unfocused, the product of
trying to juggle the demands of
mothering such a huge brood of men.
With only one child remaining at
home, she has recently separated from
Patrick (Sam Shepard), her husband
of 25 years, and she's thinking of
abandoning the comfortable but

cluttered family home and moving to
an apartment. Currently Patrick is
sleeping at his office, but he doesn't
seem to have relocated many of his
belongings there.
Mag doesn't quite see it this way,
but she's suffering a mid-life crisis.
She's spent her entire adult life as a .
mother. As she puts it, "One minute I '
was hot for Patrick, and the next I had
seven
sons."
Mag
tells
an
acquaintance, "I was 35 years old
before I could have dinner without
having to cut someone else's meat."
Now facing an imminent empty nest,
Mag has become constitutionally
cranky. Her grown sons don't need
her anymore; her youngest will soon
be gone as well. And somehow, strongwilled, independent Patrick is part of
the problem with a life of mothering
that has filled all her time but left her
unfulfilled. Angry as she is, though,
Mag retains a considerable measure of
self-awareness. She admits that she's
still physically and emotionally
attracted to her husband. It's just that
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he seems to stand for a life that wasn't
ever of her own choosing. And now
that her mothering role is ending,
she's left with a gigantic void in her
life. Patrick's manly attractiveness is
somehow responsible for this
discontent. When he tries to humor
her out of such an attitude, Mag
becomes agitated. "When I laugh at
your jokes," she explains, "it feels like
I'm giving in."
The core strength of Safe Passage
lies in director Robert Allan
Ackerman's refusal to play Mag's story
for stagy dramatics. There is, crucially,
nothing unusual about Mag's
circumstances. Patrick isn't abusive.
Both partners have been faithful to
their marital vows. None of the
children
is
deformed
or
psychologically impaired. And Mag is
dealing with her existential frustration
in a responsible fashion . She continues
to be a great mother to her youngest
boy. And she's been studying for a civil
service exam which will qualify her for
employment as a social worker. Mag
Singer's problems, then, aren't those
of movieland eccentrics but rather
those of a normal person making her
way through one of life's inevitable
rough passages.
The appropriately halting
resolution to Mag's problems is also
handled in a subtle and true way. One
of Mag's sons is a marine stationed in
the Sinai. When a terrorist bomb
explodes in the camp dormitory,
communications are disrupted, and
the Singers have to face the possibility
that one of their children has been
killed. Knowing how much their
parents are sure to be suffering, the
other six Singer boys gather at the
family home to participate in the vigil
for their brother. There is no bombast,
no false theatrics of sharing. In time
of trouble the family simply comes
together. And the point is made. Mag's
life, her marriage and her mothering,
has been a smashing success. Seven
rambunctious boys in one home have
made for two decades of seeming
chaos. But at the core of that chaos is a
solid and unshakable core of love, of
young men for their brothers, of sons
for their parents. The power of this
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core is such that we viewers come to
feel as invested in the missing
brother's fate as do the members of
the family. And that gives the filn(s
climax as much emotional weight as
any film I've seen in a good while.
Perhaps the most praised of
recent female performances was Holly
Hunter's in The Piano for which she
won an Oscar last April. In its most
gripping
sequence, The Piano
dramatizes an indecent proposal that
makes the premise of the recent
Robert Redford/ Demi Moore film by
that name seem the stuff of casual chit
chat. Somewhere in the New Zealand
bush, sometime in the age of Queen
Victoria, a man makes a pass at the
mute wife of his best friend. The
woman is as vulnerable a character as
one might conceivably imagine. She
lives in a frontier world dominated by
hard, dirty males. She is without
family or friends. She has been
stripped of the only material
possession to which she feels any
connection. And now, to get back her
treasured piano, she's asked to avail
herself sexually. Writer I director Jane
Campion's development of the
woman's response is both thoroughly
surprising and richly revealing. What
Campion accomplishes here in depth
of character development makes The
Piano a film of rare power.
The story is simple enough,
though strikingly imagined for a writer
working late in the 20th century. A
voiceover at the beginning tells us that
a young 19th-century woman named
Ada (Hunter) has not spoken since
she was six years old. Ada can hear, so
her muteness proceeds from a
mysterious exercise of will rather than
any native disability. We also learn that
Ada was impregnated out of wedlock,
and is the mother of a 9-year-old
daughter. As the film begins, Ada's
father marries her to a man she's
never seen, one who says he won't be
bothered by her muteness. The
husband, Stewart (Sam Neill), lives in
a remote part of New Zealand where
he trades baubles if possible, and guns
if necessary, to the natives in
exchange for their land. Stewart isn't

exactly a monster. But he doesn't
capture any blue ribbons for sensitivity
either. He's an entire day late arriving
at the remote beach to meet his new
wife, leaving her and her daughter
Flora (Anna Paquin) to camp out on
the sand in a makeshift tent. Even
worse, when it's time to transport Ada
to his house, Stewart refuses to
command his men to haul her prized
piano up the mountainside to their
home.
The piano is Ada's mechanism
for expressing her most profound and
complicated feelings. She can read
and write and communicates
extensively with
Flora in sign
language. But only when she's at the
keyboard does her truest essence rise
to the surface of her usually stern
countenance. Ada has far greater
success at getting her husband's
neighbor George Baines (Harvey
Keitel) to understand her attachment
to the piano. When Stewart is away on
one of his trading missions, Baines
accompanies her back to the beach
where he becomes enraptured by her
playing . Immediately thereafter he
trades Stewart 80 acres of land for
rights to the piano and piano lessons
from Ada. The piano lessons shortly
become an occasion for sexual
confrontation. And when Stewart
finds out, his reaction is at first merely
defensive and arguably restrained but
subsequently almost unbearably
violent.
Campion is unfortunately blase
about the virtue of artistic tightness.
She has bragged about her inclusion
of native Maori people among her
characters. But she doesn't develop a
single native character in the slightest
way. And even the Maori's purpose as
backdrop characters is left annoyingly
vague. If they are to represent sexual
naturalness, as the Polynesians are
used in The Bounty, for instance,
Campion expects the viewer to make
an awfully lot out of terribly little.
Elsewhere, the script inadequately
details tl1e course and cause of Flora's
changing relationship with Stewart.
The two almost never interact. But at
a critical juncture the youngster is
calling him papa and taking his side.
The Clesset

And the picture's climax doesn't make
adequately clear whether we're
dealing with accident or attempted
suicide. The most grating passages,
though, are those in which Ada
caresses her husband in the most
intimate sexual way, all the while
refusing to embrace him in a normal
sexual manner. Campion has
defended the scene as one in which
Ada treats her husband as men so
often do women: as a sex object. But I
can't at all reconcile such cold
exploitation with Ada's character as
otherwise revealed.
Still, whatever my individual
reservations, The Piano is an unusually
accomplished work. Stewart, for
example, is developed in greater
depth than we've come to expect of
movie villains. He's not an enlightened
man. He's clumsy and in many ways
crude. But he's not inherently cruel.
He's even surprisingly patient in his
sexual expectations of his new wife.
When he learns of Ada's involvement
with George, we are made to feel his
torment and his struggle for a proper
and controlled response. For these
reasons, the ultimate violence of his
fury is all the more horrifying.
Moreover, Ada's story illustrates both
a 19th-century woman's utter
vulnerability in a world dominated by
men and at once a single individual's
incredible strength, courage and
resilience in the face of bewildering
and overwhelming circumstances.
Hunter's tiny stature and fiery spirit
are perfect in this regard. In her fights
with Stewart, Ada is almost completely
helpless. But whereas she is easily
defeated, she is never conquered.
Considerable controversy has
arisen over the explicit nature of the
lovemaking scenes between Ada and
George. I would here like to mount
their defense. The beginning of
George and Ada's flirtation is marked
by an exquisite uncertainty. We know
that George is taken by Ada in a way
that her husband isn't. He's moved by
her piano playing and can't spend
enough time listening to her. On the
other hand, there's a distinct
possibility in the early going that
George is a fiend. Promising Ada that
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she can earn back ownership of her
piano one key at a time, he convinces
her to allow him to lie under her feet
and look up her dress while she plays.
Later she consents to play without her
blouse. But as she continues to agree
to his demands, we recognize that
these acts are as exciting to Ada as they
are to George, are mutual acts of
stimulation rather than desperate and
degrading endeavors by Ada to
reclaim her spiritual security blanket.
When George and Ada finally
consummate their love, the sequence
has uncommon passion. It is indeed
explicit. But it is most certainly not
pornographic. It stirs you not in your
loins, but it in your heart.
I am even fonder of a lesser-seen
"woman's" film which played alongside
The Piano for a time a year ago. The
determined and successful subtlety of
Stephen Gyllenhaal 's A Dangerous
Woman is probably best illustrated at
the picture's end. The camera
discovers an adorable toddler and
closes in on the child's cherubic face
to elicit from the audience its
expected chorus of "Awwwww!" But
just as everybody starts to feel warm
and gushy, the baby splits our ears
with piercing shrieks. Every parent
knows the paradox of a beautiful
child: one second a contented angel,
the next a screaming tyrant. Things
aren't all one way, the movie deftly
submits. More often than not, they're
many contradictory ways all at once.
Adapted from Mary McGarry
Morris's novel, A Dangerous Woman is
the story of Martha Horgan (Debra
Winger), a young woman who has
suffered since birth from a minor
personality disorder. Martha isn't
retarded and hardly incapable of
taking care of herself. But she is
decidedly odd. She isn't physically
deformed, but her severe myopia has
made her so clumsy and deliberate
that at first glance we think there ' s
something wrong with her: a victim of
polio, perhaps , or mild muscular
dystrophy. Fundamentally, her
oddness proceeds from her manner.
Her affect is different from that of
most people. She's out of synch with

the rhythm of the conventional world.
Martha lives in a tiny house
adjacent to the splendid luxury home
of her aunt, Frances Beecham
(Barbara Hershey). Frances has been
charged with caring for Martha since
Frances was 15 and Martha 9. Today
Martha works at a dry cleaners, but
Frances obviously provides for the bulk
of Martha's support.
Martha's
awkward manner makes it difficult for
her to make friends. She's incapable
of the kind of flexibility with the truth
that's central to the conventions of
tact. She's never figured out what
things people say to each other and
what things they don't. When a job
applicant shows up for handyman
work on Frances' property, Martha
bluntly tells him he needs to shave,
change clothes and otherwise clean
himself up. When she's moved by a coworker's act of kindness, she blurts
out "I love you."
Eventually,
Martha ' s
unrestrained honesty and automatic
high-mindedness get her in trouble.
She reports a co-worker for raiding the
company cash register. And when he
denies the charge, she stubbornly tries
to unbuckle and unzip his pants to
prove that she saw him shove bills into
his underwear. Worse, when the dry
cleaners neglects to complete a rush
order and her boss decides merely to
spot-clean the garment, Martha
reports the fraudulent service to the
customer. Afterwards, it's surprising
only to Martha that she gets fired.
There is very much to admire in
this production, most of all the
filmmakers' careful and complex
construction of even its minor
characters. Martha's friend Birdy
(Chloe Webb) is perceptive enough to
see beyond Martha's surface oddness.
Birdy talks with Martha, advises her
and includes Martha in social
activities. But Birdy is no saint, and
when Martha demands too much,
Birdy cuts her off. Comparabl y,
another co-worker, Mercy, (Viveka
Davis) is capable of casual kindness to
Martha. But such off-hand goodness
co-exists with a willingness to sleep
with her best friend's fiance. Getso
(David Strathairn), the office thief, is
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pretty much an incorrigible rat. But
he's not a monster. His sins are petty,
and he wouldn't go out of his way to
hurt someone. In fact, he might be
capable of somethipg humane, if the
action didn't involve much selfsacrifice. When we first meet State
Assemblyman Steve Bell (John Terry)
we think him the stereotypical political
slimeball. He seems to place public
image above all else. Meanwhile he's
cheating on his alcoholic wife, Anita
(Laurie Metcalf). But just when we
think we've identified unalloyed
sleaze, Gyllenhaal includes a scene
where Anita shows up sober at a party
for Steve. When the two dance, we
realize that they are both redeemed by
the power of the love which beams
from their embrace like a lighthouse
beacon.
The constructive depth of the
film's major characters is even more
impressive. At first Frances seems cold,
haughty and imperious. But we come
to realize how much her manner is a
response to a lifetime of hurt. She was
only 16 when she married her rich
husband, and everybody assumed she
did it only for the money. But we
come to know how much she loved the
man and how lonely his death has left
her. We may judge Frances for her
subsequent involvement with a
married man, but we feel her sense of
abandonment when he goes back to
his wife. Frances' relationship with
Martha is not everything it should be.
Frances is impatient at times, and she
too often makes her exasperation
apparent. Yet, however often Frances
fails in her actions, we come to
perceive that her love for Martha is
unwavering and profound.
Probably the film's most
intriguing character is Mac Mackey
(Gabriel Byrne), the Itinerant
handyman with the severe drinking
problem. Mac recognizes in Martha
the substantive person behind the
awkward manner. He likes Martha,
and he feels her innate goodness. Mac
sees that Martha needs a greater
degree of independence than Frances
is willing to grant her. And he sees that
she needs to be afforded the dignity
to make mistakes and have silly
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impulses. Martha's vulnerability calls
out to Mac, and he's drawn to her.
One of the film's great moments
comes when he dances with Martha by
letting her stand on his feet. But
Mac's drinking makes him unwise and
allows him to involve himself with
Martha in ways he shouldn't, in ways
his sober and better self would resist.
And, of course, in the
development of Martha resides the
film's creative core and greatest
achievement. Critically, Martha is
never sentimentalized. We're invited
not to pity her but to see her
humanity. Martha is a person who
doesn't hear the same music as the
rest of us. But that doesn't mean she
doesn't have the same needs. Even as
her oddness drives people away, she
aches for friendship. Like anyone else,
she hungers for love. She may not
know the appropriate rituals for
romance, but like most of the rest of
us, she is a sexual creature with a
normal sex drive. Such controversy as
the film may arouse is tied to Martha's
sexual appetite . When she is
stimulated, she masturbates. As the
film itself acknowledges, some may see
her sexual connection with Mac as
something hideous. But the sex is
absolutely consensual; it brings
Martha both immediate pleasure and
longer term joy. To regard this sexual
act as exploitative, however much it is
at once wrong of Mac, is to demean
Martha's right and ability to make
adult choices. And it's that kind of
complicated insight that sets this film
apart from most that Hollywood
consents to finance.
Little Women and Nell have done
enough business at the box office to
be considered modest hits. The Piano
was last year's sleeper smash, crossing
over from the art houses to sold-out
theaters in the malls. Safe Passage and
A Dangerous Woman have undeservedly
drawn far less attention. Seek out the
worthy former before it disappears
from theatrical release; find a video
copy of the latter and relish a genuine
movie treasure. 0

What God Suffers
William C. Placher, Narratives of a
Vulnerable
God.
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Westminster John Knox Press, 1994.
William S. Stafford, Disordered Loves:
Healing the Seven Deadly Sins. Boston:
Cowley Publications, 1994. $10.95.
Lent calls those who understand
and orient themselves by the story of
Jesus to a time of reflection and
repentance.
Introspection can,
however, rather than turning our
attention towards the one Christians
confess to have borne our burdens,
turn us into a burden to be borne by
our neighbors. Dour and depressing,
we may but increase the gloom of the
grey and dreary days of undying
winter. Good guides are needed lest
our introspection and reflection
become but one more avenue of
narcissism.
Those who believe the only
quality exports from Indiana are
popcorn and basketball have yet to
read William Placher. Professor of
Philosophy and Religion at Wabash
The Cresset

College, Placher is the author of the
splendid Unapologetic Theology as
well as the editor of the most helpful
Readings in the History of Christian
Theology. He describes his new book,
Narratives of a Vulnerable God, as a
"Programmatic sketch" of some of this
christological ideas and their
implications. Writing as a Presbyterian
theologian, and sensitive to his
privileged status as an American white
male academic, Placher turns our
attention first to the biblical narrative.
Christian Scriptures, not the doctrinal
formulations of earlier Christians, is
the starting point for Christian
theology. And when we turn to the
Bible we discover that the picture
offered us in the Scriptures, the
identity of God we can discern there, is
a vulnerable God, a God who, freely
loving humanity and the world, risks
suffering. The first Christian word
about God is that God is loving, and
that vulnerability is the face God most
clearly reveals to us.
In rejecting the doctrinal
formulations of impassability and
omnipotence Placher is not rejecting
confessionalism
and
creedal
formulations as such. There is a place
for such formulations, their place
being to "thrust readers back to the
stories
themselves with
new
understandings." So Placher patiently
attempts to formulate (and not, to my
mind, with great success) an
understanding of God's relationship to
time. Following this, Placher turns to
the doctrine of the Trinity, God's
triunity forced upon us by the biblical
narrative of "the vulnerable God fully
immersed in life who is revealed in
Jesus Christ" and not a doctrinal
construct of the church.
Placher affirms a "perichoretic"
Trinity, a relationship of equality,
mutuality, hospitality of the three
persons of the Trinity. As Elizabeth
Johnson so clearly puts it, " ... the
Tom Kennedy is Book Review Editor of
The Cresset and co- author of From
Christ to the World, an anthology of
readings in Christian ethics, published by
Eerdmans this spring.

particular kind of relatedness than
which nothing greater can be
conceived is not one of hierarchy
involving domination/ subordination,
but rather one of genuine mutuality in
which there is radical equality while
distinctions are respected ... "
Placher's chapter on Scripture is
perhaps the richest chapter of this
book, as he invites us to recognize the
diversity of narratives within Scripture
and respect the narrative logic of the
Gospels. Placher's invitation into the
narratives and his careful relating of
the narrative worlds of Scripture to the
readers' world is exceptional. Still,
one may wonder whether his rhetoric
about the diversity of narratives is not
a little misleading given the single
(admittedly complex) narrative he
finds in Scripture of the vulnerable
God. A genuinely diverse group of
narratives about a person would lead
the reader to conclude either
instability in the character of the
person or massive confusion on the
part of some of the narratives, neither
of which Placher wishes to claim about
the Gospel narratives and the
vulnerable God portrayed therein.
Placher attends to the "obstacles"
of a suffering, male savior and
exclusivism with respect to other
religions. His discussion here, as
elsewhere, is sensitive and wise. While
accommodating, he does not
accommodate at any price and rarely
at too great a price. Narratives of a
Vulnerable God closes with a
discussion of the sacraments,
appropriately challenging Stanley
Hauerwas to a more sac ramen tal
visiOn.
(One need only read
Hauerwas' insightful writings on sex to
note this deficiency.) Lutheran
readers will note that the distance
between Calvinists and Lutherans is
not so great as often is supposed.
Placher's final chapter examines the
identity of the Christian theologian in
the academic world and explores the
analogy between the task of the
Christian theologian in the academy
and the Christian in a secular society.
This chapter alone would warrant the
purchase of this book.
This is tantalizing reading,

substantial but in progress, sensitive to
a fault. It is American theology at its
best, or almost best. Excellent reading
for Lent.
William Stafford's Disordered
Loves is similarly sensitive and noncondescending. Published more with
an eye to lay people rather than clergy
or theologians, Disordered Loves
creatively explores the "seven deadly
sins." Stafford does not blink at sin,
but engagingly describes the human
condition in such a way that readers
may discover their own proclivities to
these sins as well as the hope there is
for us. His descriptions of sin neither
mince words nor exaggerate evils.
Stafford's discussion of the sins of
accidie and pride is especially rich and
rewarding, as painful as his insights
may be. Cowley Publications is too
little known outside the Episcopal
Church. Disordered Loves is Cowley at
his pastoral best, and a most welcome
Lenten companion. 0
Thomas D. Kennedy

Notes on PoetsBill Buege sends us poems from
University City, Missouri.
John Wallhausser teaches in the
Department of Philosophy at Berea
College. He is that college's
representative to the Lilly Fellows
Program in Humanities and the Arts.

31

SECOND
CLASS
POSTAGE
PAID

